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MEGAN KNOBLOCH GEILMAN 


Though most of my work references iconic art historical pieces of the western canon, this one took 


compositional cues from Minerva Teichert’s Queen Esther. The title comes from a scripture in the New 


Testament: “The queen of the south shall rise up in the judgment with this generation, and shall condemn 


it: for she came from the uttermost parts of the earth to hear the wisdom of Solomon; and, behold, a 


greater than Solomon is here” (Matthew 12:42, KJV). | had this image of a queen wearing the breastplate of 


Melchizedek while holding a Urim and Thummim and who carried both questions and authority. The Urim 


and Thummim are often depicted as a pair of black and white rocks, but for a woman the eggs seemed more 


appropriate and symbolic of the choices inherent in the feminine sphere. 
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atmosphere of trust and acceptance. This exchange allows us to better understand each 


other and shape the direction of our lives. Our common bond is our connection to The 


Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints and our commitment to women. We publish this 


magazine as a living history in celebration of the strength and diversity of women. 
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MARGARET OLSEN HEMMING 


| wrote my first fanfiction when | was in seventh grade. 
That summer my friend Elizabeth and | fell in love with 
Jane Austen. Elizabeth gave me a book of Austen's 
collected works for my birthday, and we watched the 
BBC Pride and Prejudice miniseries a dozen times. 
Elizabeth owned a word processor, something foreign 
to me at the time. Together, we typed out a story that 
involved all of our favorite Austen heroines coming 
together to go on an Egyptian archaeological dig. 
Jade Sylvan posits that fanfiction is “inherently dialogical” 
because it involves someone taking concepts from the 
original author and translating or building them into 
something new and different. Elizabeth and | certainly 
felt as if we were a trio that summer, embracing our 
imagined sisterhood with Jane and grateful that our 
names were appropriate to the Regency period, even if 
our clothes were not. Sylvan also writes that fanfiction 
can be a creative way of forming the narratives that we 
seek. Fanfiction allows us to take something familiar 
and change the story. The results can be powerfully 
therapeutic. With fanfiction, “authors reimagine stories 
and texts to find the truths their communities need.” 
Rather than degrading, this kind of work strengthens the 
original text. Engaging creatively in this way propels our 
brains into new and revelatory places. In retrospect, | 
see my seventh grade story calling out for a narrative in 
which these heroines | admired went on the adventures 
that | craved. Caught between childhood and young 
womanhood, my budding feminism reveled in Austen's 
words while imagining brave new possibilities. 


For our annual writing contest this year, Exponent II 
asked women to reimagine stories of scripture in order 
to find the truths our community needs. Authors used a 
variety of methods and characters. Megan Linton wrote 
about Josie Smith in “That Lovely Morning,” imagining 
a spiritual seeker in the midst of a traditionally female 
domestic setting. In “Three Generations of Tamar,” 
Heidi Toth knitted together Tamar, the daughter-in-law 


of Judah; Tamar, the daughter of David; and Tamar, the 
daughter of Absalom, forming redemption through a 
shared name. In “Thy Sorrow and Thy Conception,” 

Eve faces another choice to live in paradise or actively 
help humanity. Reading that story made me love Eve's 
unflinching wisdom more than ever. Anita Well’s beautiful 
prose in “Lift Up Your Heads” told about a much- 
needed additional female figure in the Book of Mormon, 
prompting me to reflect on how much women's lives 

at that time were dependent on the choices of men. 

The winner of this year’s contest, Carmen Cutler, gave 
voice to an unnamed character of the Book of Mormon, 
Laman’s wife. Her story considers how the breathtaking 
power of the Divine may resonate very differently for a 
refugee woman than for a proud patriarch. In addition to 
seven fanfiction stories, this issue contains an interview 
with Mette Harrison, author of The Book of Laban and 
The Book of Abish; a sermon about faith by Tracie Lamb; 
a tutorial on how to begin writing your own stories 
based on women in scripture; and more. All of the art 

in this issue was created in response to the essays, 
forming an additional layer of interpretation and making 
this issue stunning and completely unique. In what is 
likely a first for Exponent II, we also have a short story 

in graphic novel form of Dr. Martha Hughes Cannon 
meeting Anne Shirley at the 1893 World's Exposition. 


Taken collectively, the stories of this issue reveal 
important truths for the Exponent community. They 
speak of women receiving revelation and prophetesses 
who speak to God and lead their people. They speak 
to the effects of trauma and intergenerational healing. 
They tell scripture stories that offer a template for 
women on how to deal with hard choices. They show 
how the women in scripture — voices often ignored 
or passed over in our typical scripture study — have 
the potential to offer women brave new possibilities in 
their lives. Reading these stories helps me reimagine 
my life now and reconsider what | want my spiritual 


journey to be. We hope you enjoy reading. 


YOLIGA IHL WOUS U3ALLAT 


LAMAN’S 
WIFE 


CARMEN CUTLER 


Book of Mormon, 1 Nephi 18 
King James Bible, Jonah 1 - 4 


Every night on the ship she dreamed of whales. When the 

sea was calm and when the sea surged with storm, her vision 
filled with those watchful creatures, their opening mouths large 
enough to swallow her up. Could such a thing exist? In her 
dreams, the whales would sing, the same low notes she knew 
from lullabies, in her mother's voice, long ago. They called to 
each other. They had seen the ship and she had seen their 
wide bellies and bare gums ready for her. Would they devour 
her? Or serenely pass by? Could they carry her back to land? 


Tsedeqah woke, her eyes settling on the close curve of her 

husband's shoulder. She rose, her footsteps drowned out by the 
ceaseless creaking of planks. She wove her way out of the cabin, 
placing a hand briefly on the heads of her two sleeping children. 


The storm felt raucous from below deck, where Laman 
and their children slept, where her sisters and all the 
family spent their nights. Below, every wave pitched 
and turned them as they slept or ate or talked. 


But out in the open air her senses settled. She could see 
waves billowing up at the farthest distance and rolling 
toward them, lifting up their ship and setting it down, 
over and over with surprising gentleness. They were in the 
hands of the sea and the sea was dancing. She felt the 
delight, too, and didn’t mind the rain. It was a pleasant 
trade-off for the trapped smells and tension below. 


It was a middling kind of storm, just enough to set them back a 
few days. Enough to cause nausea. Nephi had it the worst. He 
stayed below deck day after day, vomiting and miserable while 
she and her sisters danced above, moving their bodies with 
the ship, easing their own queasiness with salty air and fresh 
rain and laughter together. Sariah, whose joints hadn't taken 
the voyage well, sat nearby to watch her beautiful children. 


The arguments among the brothers had intensified with 
every passing day. Nephi saw the boat as his own, and as 
his father aged he took on more and more responsibility 
while becoming increasingly unaware of everyone else. He 
spoke in loud decrees; his brothers responded just as loudly; 
and once, into that breach, Tsedeqah shouted, Our God is 
not beholden to you. That had only made things worse. 


So, in the night, the rain a gentle relief, she stood at the 

ship's railing, thinking of home, so far away. She missed the 
comfort of familiar things, missed the presence of company 
outside her family circle. She missed the small garden she'd 
tended, the one she would never get to sit in with her children, 
naming each plant, recognizing each distinctive leaf. 


Beside her stood a clay vessel, sloshing inside with 
yesterday's catch, each fish glinting starlight off its 
layered scales. She saw their fish eyes and fish mouths, 
imagined them, like whales in dreams, like a flock of 
sorrows, eating up the ship mouthful by mouthful. 


The sea churned its constant cadence, and she turned over 
and over in her mind the prayer she’d made in the desert. 


When the family paused to rest and set up camp in those 
first days of travel together, she considered leaving. It 
wasn't too late; she could go home, back across the 
short wilderness, back to what she knew and loved. But 
those she knew and loved were also with her, taking the 
same journey — her sisters and mother and father. 


So she walked, away from camp, just far enough to be 
confident no one would bother her until she had made a 
decision. Instinctively, she walked toward the seashore, 
where she could catch fish as a cover for her long absence. 


It was hours before Shula found her. Tsedeqah was annoyed 
but not surprised. They had always been simultaneously 
close and distant to each other, tied together by the 
childhood they shared, becoming remote as they grew 
older. She wished she could say it was a new division, 


ARTIST STATEMENT 


“Whale Song” was inspired by Carmen Cutler's short story and the 
visual feeling within, along with the idea of freedom on deck at night 
while others slept below. | chose to paint a night scene, illuminated 
by the moon and reflections on the sea. Tsedeqah moving on deck as 
the waves moved, all the while still aware of the whales and creatures 
in the sea. Tsedeqah and Jonah are connected allegorically through 
whales and difficulties of doing God's will, even if reluctant. Such a 
long journey requires moments of solitary reflection and communion 
with natural elements and allows for openness with God. 


Kathy Drungilas | kathy.drungilas.com | IG: @kdrungilas 
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a fracture-line between brothers spread outward to 
them, but the cracks had been there long before. 


“Does Nephi know you're here?” she 
ventured, trying not to sound harsh. 


“No,” Shula replied. “I’m not always with him, you know.” 
She let her grimace soften as she searched her sister's face 
and took in the sight of her, alone, a chord of fish swinging 
from her hand. “Zed, what are you doing here?” 


The sisters walked along the shore together and 
Tsedeqah shared her longing to go back home. Shula 
had thought of that too. “But leaving our parents? 
Our sisters? How will we know if they're safe?” 


Their footsteps stopped suddenly with a crunch. Down the 
curve of the beach they could see a man sitting quite still, knees 
pulled close to his chest, arms wrapped around his knees, as if 


holding his body together. His shoulders were drawn back, rigid. 


Tsedeqah hesitated, a surge of panic prickling through her 
mind, listing the dangers, remembering their precarious 
place in this desert — not least of all, the days they had spent 
eating raw meat to avoid the conspicuousness of smoke that 
could be spotted from a distance, only to stumble upon this 
stranger at close range. But it was too late to turn or hide, 

so she approached the man, Shula following behind. 


“Are you hungry?” she said. 


The man, expecting perhaps a confrontation, blinked 
at her as if she were coming into focus. 


“Hungry?” His voice was thin and disused. 
“Yes. What's your name?” 
“Jonah.” 


“Well, Jonah, are you hungry? How about fish?” She lifted 
up the string of four small parrotfish. He appeared quite 
shaken by this, but the two women set about scaling the 
fish anyway. He watched, his face regaining some sort of 
calm, until he was ready to speak. It seemed he had no 
interest in knowing their story, only in telling his own. 


“I ran from God." His eyes were on the fish in Shula’s hands. 

“| could not get away. | could not drown. God sent a whale.” 
The man attempted a description of the creature, but assuming 
his audience would never understand, he cast around for a 
dried-out branch and a sharp rock, to whittle a likeness. 


“A whale that saved me from the depths,” he added. 
Face to face with people, the conclusions he’d made 
in solitude crumbled. In the presence of the sisters’ 
compassionate company, Jonah prayed aloud. 


“Lord, listen to me and do what | ask. | am made 
scarce by my enemy; she put my spirit in distress.” 


The sisters listened, surprised by his accusatory tone. 


“Yes,” he continued, “The Lord paid attention to me. Out of the 
underworld'’s womb | bellowed to be free from trouble. The Lord 
gave his thoughtful attention to my prophesy and obeyed. Lord, 
you flung me down into the deepest waters, among my enemy’s 
gods. | circled around their border to avoid walking through; in 

the current of divine peace you turned me around. | passed over 
your law and covenant, but your rolling waves turned me back.” 


Jonah handed the carved branch, now shaped roughly into 
a whale-like figure, to Tsedeqah. She thought it looked 
almost like a bird — or the shadow of a bird, with no head. 
She wondered what songs a creature like that might sing. 


Seizing an opportunity to contrast Jonah’s words with her own 
thoughts, she took Jonah’s hand and added her voice to the 
prayer. “! am taken out of my home land, to live outside my 
native country; | long for a guide. Yet | will study my soul and 
behold your sanctuary, Lord. Peace and rest surround me and 
all that is within me. Inexhaustible blessings are all around 
me. At this new place, this red sea, | stop shaking my head. 

| had gone down to the base of the mountain; the earth's 
fugitives, full of human sorrows, continually around me; yet, 
O Lord, you raised up my wild life as if from a trap. When 
everything within me slowed to a restful pace, | thought of 
the Lord, and my prayer rose to the sanctuary of heaven.” 


Jonah, prepared to speak again, joined in, lifting up his hands: 
“Those who guard fleeting idols give up their own strength. 
But | will carry out God's rituals. | will extend my hand and call 
aloud as if in the voice of God. | have promised to meet my 
obligations in full. Lord, you deliver me from my enemies.” 


Both sisters heard the bluster in his voice, the 
overshadowing ego, and wondered how it was 
that he considered himself a prophet. 


Jonah stood, grunted a few words of farewell, 
and headed out into the desert. 


Tsedeqah turned to her sister, her course clearer in her mind as 
the running prophet faded from view. “Maybe after we eat, we 
can go back to camp together? Our family will be worried.” 


Epon LES Frain 
DANIELLE BEAZER DUBRASKY 


She ran Lee's Ferry during his long absence, 
the second of his three wives, tended to travelers crossing 


the Colorado River and the night's silence in Lonely Dell. 
After news of his death by firing squad, 


she closed her life with John D. Lee, 
sold the ranch, left with jars of gold from the mine 


now drowned beneath Lake Powell, moved to Winslow 
and a new husband, became famous for her midwife skills, 


lost a daughter to suicide then a son, so many years away 
trom that day — September, 1857 — in the meadows west of Cedar, 


when she lost her husband the first time to 
rumors carried by those who share a buried sea. 


Re And it was there, at the railing, as darkness churned away 
into the first solash of morning, they spotted a silhouette, 
The two sisters, on the ship they built together, spent many massive, moving slowly in their direction. Tsedeqah 
nights leaning over the railing, eyes scanning the sea for any grasped her sister's arm, pointing as a great eye became 
sign of movement or a glimpse of a creature, looming and visible, then a knobby back, and a great fin. It was not, 
smooth beneath the surface. While others stayed sheltered as she feared, an open mouth ready to consume them, 
from wind and rain, they braved the rude air. They learned but a wide shadow spread larger than themselves, poised 
the movements of the currents and the ship’s response. as if to carry the ship on its back, a companion to take 
They looked outward to map the stars and inward to rest them forward all the way to their promised land. 
safely in the knowledge of their own hearts. Tsedeqah would 
surreptitiously engrave their newfound knowledge on the 
metal sphere they so prized, wrapping the words around and 
around. While they were searching for the sight of something 
new, they found the oldest of assurances resting in every 


star, every wave, every dance; there they found their God. 


While their days were filled with the squabbles of family 
life, at night on the deck the sisters made their way back to 


each other. They spoke aloud their fears and spoke aloud NOTE: The text in italics is based on Jonah 2, reimagined by the author 
their cares. Would God's law devour them? How could they using the KJV Bible and Strong's Concordance, with dynamic translation 


all stay together when they lived out the law so differently? methodology for more expansive word definitions. This was an amateur 


Could God's love create enough peace among them? effort by the author, asa non-biblical, non-linguistic scholar. 
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Book of Mormon, 2 Samuel 13:1-33 
King James Bible, Genesis 38 


“Nol” 


The anguish in the woman’s voice jarred Tamar back to the 
present. She was in the home of Absalom, her brother — the 
only place she was welcome anymore. In three quick strides, 


she crossed the room, dropped to her knees and put her arms 


around the hunched, sobbing form of her sister-in-law, Mara. The 


soldiers, who had just brought word of Absalom’s death, stood 
nearby, just outside the door, their spines straight, their eyes 


averted from the sight of the broken woman in front of them. 
Tamar barely noticed them. 


“You may go,” she said through her veil, her voice still 
carrying a hint of the imperiousness with which she 
spoke when she was the royal princess who sat next to 
King David in the great hall. One of the men nodded, 
his head dipping slightly down, and they left. 


The rest of the afternoon was a blur. Tamar wrapped her 
arms around Mara, holding her as she rocked back and forth 
on her heels and wept. They stayed this way until the sun 
was halfway down and Tamar's knees ached. She wasn’t as 
young as she used to be. At last, Tamar got Mara into bed 


and turned her attention to her brother's four children. 
Well, three. 


“Where is Joash?” she demanded of the two gangly boys 


and always in motion girl who’d gathered around the fire. 
The twins shrugged. Their faces showed no emotion. 


“He left a little while ago,” little Tamar 


volunteered, always eager to help. 


Tamar smiled at her niece. The girl was beautiful — what else 
could you expect when Absalom, the handsomest man in the 
kingdom, was her father? She herself was once beautiful. Then 
her smile twisted, and she grabbed at the table to steady 
herself, panting with the suddenness of the memory that 
arose from deep inside her, twisted and deformed, instead 
seeing little Tamar taken into a man’s chamber, abused, 
raped, shamed, tossed out like garbage. Ruined. Her body 
ached in the same way it had that day Amnon took her. 


She shook her head, willing the vision to clear, the pain to 
leave, and focused on the hungry children in front of her. 
“Well, then,” she said, feigning some sort of lightness 

in her tone. “Let's prepare dinner. We'll make soup, 


and boys, you can take some in to your mother.” 


All three took their places around the table, with 
Tamar giving directions. They were almost done 


with dinner with 16-year-old Joash returned. 


“There you are,” Tamar said, a hint of exasperation in her voice. 
“Where did you — Nathan, roll that flatbread thinner; it'll take 
too long to cook if it’s too thick. | was worried that something 
happened to — Tamar, stop poking at the embers. Joash, you 


should check on your moth- — Dan, put down that knife!” 


Absalom’s oldest son, who looked so much like his father 
that Tamar's heart ached as she looked at him, took the 


knife from his brother, and pulled his sister from the fire. 


“| went to town to see how Father died,” he told her, his 
voice low so the younger children couldn't hear. “Joab killed 
him. He told him not to, but Joab didn’t listen, and then he 
made a big show about how sad he was about Father's death 


but didn’t punish Joab at all for disobeying an order.” 


Joash’s next word was even quieter; Tamar didn’t bother to 
admonish her nephew for the profanity. She didn’t have to 
ask who he was. King David, her father, Absalom’s father, 

the father of her rapist — he’d never been the picture of 
integrity or courage. He had betrayed her, first by sending 
her to Amnon's house, telling her to go inside and care for 
him, and then by refusing to hold the man accountable for 
what he’d done to her. Her father had cried about how much 
he loved his first-born son and then sacrificed the honor 

and future of his daughter. It was no surprise that he’d let 


someone else do his dirty work for him with Absalom as well. 


The rest of the evening was a blur of grief as Tamar cleaned 

up after dinner, put the children to bed and shut herself in her 
room. Once the daughter of a king, now she was just a broken, 
forgotten shadow of a woman, haunted by the actions of one 
who now lived only in her nightmares. The lamp flickered and 
she shuddered, dreading the prospect of being in the dark. 
Even in her nightmares, she knew that Absalom would protect 


and defend her. What would she do now that he was gone? 
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She took her time getting ready for bed, jumping at 
every sound she heard outside the house. At last, the 
lamp, with a hiss and a final little wisp of smoke, burned 
the last drops of oil. She was plunged into the dark. 


Tamar lay, her body tense, her legs squeezed together, taking 
up as little room as possible on the narrow couch that was barely 
big enough to hold her, breathing quietly, not moving despite 

a splinter poking the small of her back. Perhaps this time, she 
would not attract the attention of the man who had hurt her. 


She couldn't say what happened next — if she fell asleep 
and was dreaming, or if she was having a vision, or if it 
was daylight now as a bright light filled her room. She 
squinted, shaking her head, trying to get her bearings. 
She'd never had this dream before. Tamar felt fear fill her 
body. She looked for the door. This time she would run. 


“Tamar.” 


She froze. Someone was in her room. But just as she 
sensed it, she felt the fear drain from her. In the same 
moment, the light became less intense, gathering around 
what must have been the person who spoke her name. 
Tamar stared at the woman's face. She first noticed its 
beauty, but even more noticeable was the strength the 
face conveyed. She recognized this woman somehow. 


“Tamar,” the vision said again, stepping closer. Tamar stood up 
clumsily, pushing the blankets from her, aware of her mussed hair, 
wrinkles, the bags under her eyes, the calluses on her hands. 

She felt a strange ache for her lost beauty, even though she’d 
cursed it and willed it gone after her attack. The woman reached 
down and took both of her hands, then looked into her eyes. 


“Daughter,” she said, reaching out to wipe a tear that 
had escaped Tamar's eyes. “Do you know me?” 


Tamar looked at the woman's face. Again, its beauty leapt 

out, but her beauty was not what made what Tamar stare. 

She sensed great wisdom earned through life’s trials and the 
perseverance and fearlessness to fight for herself and her own. 
Looking closer, she saw suffering, sorrow and disappointment 
in the lines around the woman's eyes, but also laughter, joy and 
hope in the lines around her mouth. The face told the story of 
a woman who had risked everything to make her own destiny. 


“Tamar,” breathed Tamar, staring hungrily at the woman 

in front of her — her namesake, a mother in Israel who 
understood her purpose and who exercised great courage 
in the face of rejection and death to achieve it. Tamar, the 


foreigner who was adopted into the house of Judah and was 
foreordained to be in the bloodline of the coming Messiah 
— blood that Tamar shared. Tamar, who endured terrible 
tragedy in marriage, then faced it again when she almost 
lost her twins and her own life during a difficult childbirth. 


“Why are you here?” 


Tamar smiled again. The living Tamar — except Tamar 
could not accept that this woman in front of her, with 
warm hands and loving brown eyes, had died centuries 
ago — stood, saying nothing, just gazing into her eyes. 
She felt as if the pain that had never left since that 

day in Amnon’s bed was flowing out of her body. 


“Daughter, you have done much to comfort others.” Tamar's 
voice was soft, tender, almost like music. She reached out and 
brushed the hair from the mortal woman's face. “You have 
cared for Absalom and his family as deeply as they have cared 
for you. At the behest of your father, you even offered comfort 
to a man who wanted only physical pleasure. You did not 
deserve what he did to you, nor what your father did to you.” 


Tamar felt tears streaming down her cheeks 


now as her namesake continued. 


“You were born a princess,” Tamar said, taking the 
other woman's face in her hands. “Though kings may 
fall — as did Saul, as did David, as did Absalom — you 
remain a princess. No man can take that from you.” 


She dropped her hands now, brushed another stray hair away 
and took a step back. Tamar, realizing the vision in front of her 
was soon to end, stepped forward, her hands outstretched. 


“Your mother was right to name you after me,” Tamar said. 
“It takes immense strength to be a woman who shares the 
blood of the Messiah. One day, our name will be spoken 


in reverence and we will be remembered for the ages.” 


Then Tamar was standing alone, her room dark except for the 
ight of the moon. She stood for a moment, trying to process 
what had just happened. Then, she slipped out of her room and 


into the next, where the children slept. She eased the door open 
and peeked inside. Little Tamar lay in her cot, looking more 


peaceful than she ever did while awake and chasing her brothers. 


“Sleep well, little Tamar,” Tamar whispered to the next 
in line. “One day, our name will be spoken in reverence, 


and we will be remembered for the ages.” 


ARTIST STATEMENT 


For “A Sure Place,” | chose a design that played with the star of 
David in such a way that the T shape emerges, both because of its 
connection with the name “Tamar” and because it has a shape like a 
nail. | was intrigued by the nail as a symbol of the Messiah to come, 
and as a motif signifying connection. It is painted with handmade 
paints (the turquoise is a copper-based stone called chrysocolla) and 
moon gold leaf on marbled paper. 


Lisa DeLong ! lisadelong.com | IG: @lisavalkyrie 
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A Woman's 
Advent 


HEIDI TOTH 


A few Christmases ago, | started a tradition of 
reading The Infinite Atonement in December. | 
appreciated the closeness and peace | felt as | 
reflected on the Savior's plan. In 2017, bruised from 
the Trump presidency and its attacks on women, the 
onset of the #MeToo movement and the low-level 
sorrow and anger that had settled over my life, | 
picked up the book but didn't find solace. Instead, 

| noted every time the author referred to humans 
with male nouns and pronouns, and | felt unseen, 


unimportant, and angry. 


In 2018, | created a new tradition: an advent calendar 
of women in the Bible. | assigned one woman to 
each day and gave myself a writing prompt. | studied 
each woman and answered the question, but my 
favorite prompt was to write the woman's story in 

her voice. | shared a restless night with Pilate’s wife, 
rose from the dead with the daughter of Jairus and 
felt both my bones and my soul ache in despair 

with Rizpah. Each night, | opened a door to another 
from the long line of women who fought for justice, 
sacrificed their lives, loved with everything they 

had, sought God with confidence, kept faith, and 
courageously stepped into the dark. 


| finished with a deeper understanding of the role 
women played in the Abrahamic covenant — a 
covenant that is equally Sarah's. It was Sarah's 
firstborn, not Abraham's; Rebekah’s favorite, not 
Isaac’s; and Rachel's firstborn, not Jacob’s, who 
received the birthright. The line of Judah through 
which Jesus came runs through Tamar, who made 
her own destiny; the boy-king whose life was saved 
by Jehoshabeath, the daughter of a king; Ruth, who 
contrived with Naomi to marry Boaz; and Bathsheba, 
who acted as counsel to ensure her son would be 
king. Women rescued Moses at each step of his 
journey. Deborah and Jael saved the Israelites in 
battle. Mary bore and raised Christ and initiated his 
first miracle. Anna was the first to testify publicly 

of him. Mary Magdalene, his most faithful disciple, 


was the first to see and testify of the 
risen Lord. Women of all ages and 
backgrounds played significant roles in 
the spread of the gospel of Jesus Christ, 
both during and after his ministry. 


| chose women from the New Testament 
who interacted with the Savior. Those 
from the Old Testament | chose for a 
variety of reasons; | love Rizpah’s story 
and wanted the chance to tell it. When 
reading Esther, | always skipped over 
Vashti, as the story does. | wanted a 
spotlight on her this time. The daughters 
of Zelophehad, the first biblical women to 
metaphorically draw up protest signs and 
hold a sit-in at the government, remain 
my heroes every time | protest unjust 


laws. 


Following is my advent calendar with 

the women | studied and the question | 
answered or writing prompt | considered. 
Adjust this for you: choose different 
women, pull women from The Book of 
Mormon (consider Sariah or Abish) or 
church history (Jane Manning James, 
Eliza R. Snow, or Emma Smith), pick 

one woman a week and delve into her 
story, ask your own questions or skip 

the questions and write each woman's 
story. Or write a poem or paint a picture. 
The goal is to know each woman better, 
and through her story gain a greater 
understanding of how Jesus Christ feels 
about women and specifically, how Jesus 
Christ feels about you, your daughters, 
your mother and your friends. 


ARTIST STATEMENT 


“Finding Out I'm the Sister of Jared 
(Or Tight Like A Dish)” 


| believe in handling hard times with 
humor, finding the beauty without 
ignoring the ugly for a balanced view, 
and celebrating the strange so it's not so 
strange anymore. | hope this is reflected 
in my art and writing. 


Kirsten Holt Beitler 
kirstenbeitler.com | IG: @kirstenbeitler 


APPROXIMATE SCHEDULE 


Dec. 1: Woman taken in adultery 
John 8:3-11 
Describe the scene through her eyes. 


Dec. 2: Samaritan woman 
John 4:7-30, 39, 42 
How am | like the woman at the well? 


Dec. 3: Zipporah 
Exodus 2:16, 21-22 
What is her role in the covenant? 


Dec. 4: Martha 
John 11:1-5, 19-45; 12:1 
Write her story. 


Dec. 5: Mary 

John 11:1-5, 19-45; 12:2-8 

What was the relationship like between 
Mary, Martha and Lazarus? 


Dec. 6: Moses’ mother (Jochebed) 
and sister (Miriam) 

Exodus 2: 1-3,8; Exodus 2: 4, 7-8 

Write their story. 


Dec. 7: Jairus’ daughter 

Matthew 9:18, 23-25; Mark 5:22-23, 35-43 
Imagine how that little girl felt when she 
opened her eyes. 


Dec. 8: Woman with issue of blood 
Matthew 9:20-22, Mark 5:25-34; Luke 8:43-48 
What spiritual hemorrhage have | carried 
around for 12 years? 


Dec . 9: Daughters of Zelophehad 
Numbers 27:1-12 

How is their fight against injustice akin to t 
he Savior? 


Dec. 10: Peter’s mother-in-law 
Matthew 8:14-15, Mark 1:30-31; 
Luke 4:38-39 

Who is she? 


Dec. 11: Pilate’s wife 
Matthew 27:19 
Why did God speak to Pilate’s wife? 


Dec. 12: Woman who anointed 
Jesus’ head 

Mark 14:3-9, Luke 7:37-50 

What led to her decision to do that? What 
went through her mind as she walked to 
Simon's house? Write her story. 


Dec. 13: Jephthah’s daughter 
Judges 11:30-40 
Why was there no ram in the thicket for her? 


Dec. 14: Greek woman 
Mark 7:25-30 
Tell her story. Imagine how she felt to be 
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compared to a dog. 


Dec. 15: Women who followed Jesus 
Matthew 27:55-56; Mark 15:40-41; 

Luke 23:27-31, 49, 55-56 

Why did these women leave what they had? 
Who were they? 


Dec. 16: Israelite slave to 
Naaman’'s wife 

2 Kings 5:2-3 

What went through her mind as she 
considered speaking up to her captors? 
Write her story. 


Dec. 17: Anna 

Luke 2:36-38 

How did she recognize Jesus? Why did 
she raise her voice in testimony? 


Dec. 18: Widow of Nain 
Luke 7:12-15 
Tell her story. 


Dec. 19: Jehoshabeath 
2 Chronicles 22:11-12 
How is her story foreshadowing Jesus’ story? 


Dec. 20: Susanna 
Luke 8:2-3 
What happened to make her believe? 


Dec. 21: Vashti 
Esther 1:9, 11-12, 15-17 
Why did she say no? 


Dec. 22: Rizpah 

2 Samuel 21:8-9, 10-11 

Describe the day she learned her sons were 
going to die, a day camped out by her sons’ 
bodies and the day their bodies were buried. 


Dec. 23: Mary (Jesus’ mother) 
Write her story. 


Dec. 24: Mary Magdalene 

Matthew 27:55-56; 28:1-9; Mark 15:40, 47; 16: 
1-11; John 19:25, 20:1-2, 11-18; Luke 1:25-26; 
2:5-7, 16, 19, 34-35, 48-61; John 2:1-5; John 
19:25-27 


Write the story of Mary and Jesus. 
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IN THE 
GARDEN 


MADELINE THATCHER 


The fruit was heavy in her hand, its skin tight and shining. 
It would be so easy. Just take a bite, she told herself. 
Just one. You know you have to. One bite and it would 


all be over. One bite and everything could start. 


But she didn’t. She couldn't. She licked her lips and sat down 


beneath the tree, the grass beneath her prickly on her skin. 


She’d come to the tree for days, weeks, years — she 
couldn't tell, exactly. Time was a funny thing in that it 
didn't really exist. But she had come here enough that the 
mound of picked but uneaten fruit was getting steadily 
bigger. If she kept up at this rate, Adam would notice on 
his rounds of the garden. And he would ask her why the 


fruit kept falling, and she wouldn't know what to tell him. 


She tossed the morsel to the pile at the base of 
the trunk, toppling a few as it made contact with 
the others. It rolled and came to rest a few feet 


from her fingertips. She did not reach for it. 


The sun was setting, and it felt as if Eden itself was holding its 
breath. Eve watched the glimmering sea sparkle in the distance, 
sunlight tinged pink reflecting in the water. She exhaled, trying 
to calm her shaky breathing. She placed her hands at her side, 
feeling the rib that came from Adam. He liked to hold her there 
when they went to sleep, nibbling her earlobe and telling her 
she smelled like the wildflowers she'd picked that afternoon. 
She loved him, even though he did not always understand her. 


And he loved her too, because he thought he understood her. 


But in the quiet evening air she didn’t want to talk to 
Adam. Because what she needed to talk about was one 


of the things he did not — could not — understand. 
“Mama,” she said softly, the word feeling familiar on her 
tongue. After days, weeks, years of naming the animals, 
the flowers, the insects, the things that crept and crawled 
and flew and swam, it was lovely to return to something 
whose name she had no trouble remembering. 

“Eve,” came a voice. 

She turned. 


“Hi, baby,” said the woman. 


The woman was golden, her skin glowing in the 


light of the sun just barely kissing the horizon. 


Her eyes, deep and warm, shone bright. 
“Hi, Mama,” said Eve. 


Her mother walked through the grass, her feet coming 
to rest at the fruit lying gently spattered with soil. 
She picked it up, running her fingers over the peel, 


brushing away dirt. “You picked another one.” 


While her father's voice sounded like the rushing 
of great waters, her mama's was more like the sea 
in twilight — a shimmering thrum, rhythmic and 


mesmerizing, with a pulse that echoed her own. 
“| couldn't help myself,” Eve said. 


“You never could,” said her mother. She sat next to Eve, 
pulling her gently into her chest, cradling her daughter 
in her arms, the piece of fruit now lying at her side. 
Eve's eyes closed, breathing in the scent of stardust 
that lingered on her mama’s skin, remembering for a 


moment how she herself used to smell like that. 


“What did you want to talk about?” her 


mother asked. Eve didn’t respond. 


“Do you like your name?” her mother continued, threading 
Eve's hair like silk through her fingers. “| didn’t ask you 


that last time. | could tell you weren't quite ready.” 
Eve sighed. “I just wish | could have chosen it myself.” 


Her mother laughed, the sound reverberating 
through the wood. A nightingale chirped in the 


branches above them, almost a chuckle. 


ARTIST STATEMENT 


In the “The Scent of Stardust,” the quilted figure takes her 
inspiration from a moment when Eve breathes the scent of stardust 
that lingers on her mama's skin. | have depicted both Eve and 
Heavenly mother simultaneously. | filled Heavenly Mother's hair with 
stars as she has a meeting of the minds with little Eve who clutches 
the fruit. In my work, stars tangled in a woman's hair represent her 
ability to experience heavenly visions. | often depict my heroines 
with their eyes pressed shut as they examine the spiritual realm and 
in turn receive personal revelation. 


Annie Poon | anniepoon.com | IG: @anniepoon 
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“Important people rarely get to choose their own 
names,” her mama said. “Just wait until your younger 
brother gets here. He'll tell Mary he wanted to be called 
Joseph like his papa, but it'll be too late for that.” 


Eve grinned. She liked it when her mama told her 
stories about her brother, even if she didn’t quite 
understand how he'd get here. She knew she and 
Adam were meant to grow not just plants but people 
too, but she couldn't quite figure out how to do it. 


A rustle in the grass broke her sense of calm. She lifted 
her head and turned just in time to see the glint of a scale 
disappear into the underbrush. She closed her eyes tight, 
gripping her mama's arm until her knuckles turned white. 


“He's been following me,” Eve said into her mama’s skin. 

Her voice was muffled, and she felt tears pooling in her eyes. 
Crying felt strange, as if her lungs were straining to escape their 
borrowed, boney cage but couldn't find the room to do so. 


“Oh, | know,” said her mama, fingers on one hand cupping 
Eve's arm, while the others still strummed softly through 
her hair. “I saw the trail he’d left when | arrived. A little 
path of matted grass right next to your footprints. He 

likes to think he’s sneaky, but he was never very good at 
hiding.” She laughed again, this time to herself, but the 
sound was hollow. “Lucifer. My little morning star.” 


“He asks me questions | don’t know how to answer. And | 
wish | could remember what he looked like before he started 
slithering around like that.” Eve tried to wipe her eyes, 

but the tears just dripped from her fingertips instead. 


“He has your papa’s nose, but he’s got my chin.” She lifted 
Eve's head and held her cheeks with both of her hands, a 
thumb running over the constellations made from freckles. 
“And he's got your eyes. Just with more sadness inside. But 
you've both got a spark. It’s what makes you two dangerous.” 


“I'm not dangerous, Mama.” 


“But you are, baby,” said her mother. “You're very 
dangerous.” She pulled Eve close again. “At least to him. 
He sees what you're going to do, but he doesn’t know what 
joy it will bring you. He doesn’t know that when you eat 
that fruit, his life is over, but yours will just be starting.” 


Eve closed her eyes again. She knew as well as her mama she 
was going to eat the fruit. They both knew. That's why Eve had 
called her, even if she hadn't been brave enough to say it. 


“Mama, what will | tell Adam?” 


“You will tell him what you told me,” said her mother very gently. 
“That you wanted to become like your papa and me, and so 
you had to eat it. It is simple, and he will understand in time.” 


“But won't he be angry?” 


“He may be. But you will learn that it is natural to 
be angry when you do not understand.” 


Eve paused for a moment, and then 
asked, “What does it taste like?” 


"Like freedom,” said her mother without hesitation. “Like love.” 


Eve's brow furrowed, wrinkles forming in her unlined 


skin. “| don’t think | quite understand.” 


“Oh, but you will, baby.” She kissed Eve's head, lips pressing 
warm and soft into her hair. “You will.” Her mother reached out 


for her hand. “Now lie down. | want to show you something.” 


Eve lay back on the slightly damp grass, looking up at the sky, 
now fading into indigo as the sun disappeared over the faraway 
sea and the two women's fingers intertwined over the cool earth. 


“You will be the mother of all creation,” said her mama 
in her ear. “It is work that will break you. It is work that 
will split you open and put you back together again. 

It is work | have done for you. It is work you will do for 
your own children.” She pulled back and lay next to her, 
her face turned toward the stars. “It is work the gods 


have done for eternity. And now I'll show you why.” 


Eve felt her breath hitch again in her chest as the heavens 
seemed to break open above her. There were two brothers and 
a sister leading a crowd of people through a corridor made 

of seawater. A tree lit up with fruit looking a little like the one 
behind her, a river, and a large, white structure on the opposite 
bank. A woman with leaves made of gold woven into her hair, 
bowing before a king asking for an audience. A girl, still a child 
herself, laying a squirming infant into a bed made of straw. 

The same woman, older now, with a man at her side watching 

a young boy speaking to a large crowd of people on the edge 
of another structure held up by what seemed to be tree trunks 
made of stone. The boy, now a man, sitting at the lip of a hole 
filled with water, talking to a woman who was holding his hands 
ever so gently. The same man, not much older than Adam, 
kneeling in a garden just like hers, an angel cradling him in her 
arms, holding his shaking frame the way her mama had held her. 


His forehead was slick with red. And there he was again, tears 
and rainwater covering his face as he begged the sky for mercy. 


And there he was once more, in another garden 
with a woman who was weeping. He said her 
name, and suddenly Eve was crying, too. 


“This is why, baby,” her mama whispered in her ear. 


Eve turned her face in the grass, looking over at the woman 
who looked so much like her, and asked her the question 
that had been settled on her sternum ever since she picked 
the first fruit. “After | do it, will you still come to me?” 


“Not like this,” said her mama softly. “But you'll find 
me in other ways.” The two women locked eyes. “Papa 
and | will show up in strange places. We always do.” 


Eve turned away and looked at the night sky littered with 
gleaming pinpricks of light, the nebulas still humming 
from being formed mere minutes, mere eons ago. An 


insect flittered past, its hind winking in the darkness. 


Continental Divide 
DANIELLE BEAZER DUBRASKY 


“Can't you stay here while | eat it?” 


“No, baby.” Her mama was crying now too, her skin shining 
in the moonlight. “You have to eat it by yourself.” 


Eve closed her eyes. She felt her mama's hand squeeze her own, 
a brush of hair falling over her as the woman rose in the darkness 
and leaned to kiss her forehead one more time. A whisper 
floated to her on the evening air. “Eat and be free, Eve.” 


When Eve opened her eyes, her mama was gone. 
“Snake?” she said into the night. “| am ready. Where are you?” 


The grass shifted near her big toe, and Eve's brown eyes 
met the glinting gold of the serpent’s. They stared at 
each other for a lifetime, for a second. Then a voice as 
smooth as silver came gliding into her ears. He began 
as he always did: with a question. “Yea, hath God said, 
Ye shall not eat of every tree of the garden?” 


And this time, she knew the answer. 


His heart hammered against its cage on the day before Valentine's, 
age of 49 — my father’s name on a flat marker with a veteran cross 


and an iron well for flowers. Off a winding road to Jefferson's Monticello, 
my father’s grave rests beneath a dogwood tree that overlooks maples, oaks, 


the white-washed steeples of Charlottesville below with the oldest cemetery 
where rows of headstones stand between the living and the dead. 


Out west near a hill of sage, pinyon, scrub oak a monument lists names 
of the 120 men, women, and children murdered in a Utah valley 


— a meadow voiceless except for the call of sparrow hawks. 


No one will ever settle in the plain the emigrants once called an oasis from 


“the scorched sands of the desert.” Only the mute things we name as wild take root. 


THE BOOK OF SAREN | regretted then that | had ever approved this arrangement. 

| have only to find a woman to pass my words along to, We on the council imagined that it was our only choice 

so the record of women is unbroken. | seek a woman to save the lives of women and children and the elderly, 

who has no beauty and pride to distract her from God's for the Lamanites would sweep into one part of the 

work. There are not many of these, but there are a few. city and kill indiscriminately. But when we sent out our 
warriors to protect the city borders, the Lamanites began 
to send out their warriors to counter ours. They trained 

THE BOOK OF GRISSELA their warriors to be better than ours. No matter what we 

|, Grissela, have been given the task of continuing this did, they did it better. They killed more young men than 


record from Saren, a friend of my mother's sister. | have they had before, and it seemed that the council’s decision 
had an ordinary life, nothing like those lives spoken of was to codify the war rather than to protect any lives. 
METTE IVIE HARRISON here. | married a good man and had good children. 
z = ’ They died before me, but they also married and had Soon after this, the council made a decision | did not agree 

children. They led ordinary lives after the manner of with. | made my objections clear, but the other council 

the Nephites. We sowed grain and raised cattle and members were too frightened by the threat of the Lamanites. 

traded with the other peoples that were around us. They decided that in order to keep the Lamanites from 
coming against us, we had to first go against the Lamanites. 

The wars with the Lamanites were sometimes fierce, Our troops targeted their warrior training camps specifically 

and sometimes there would be many years when and killed all the young men in them. Our warriors came back 

there was no conflict at all. We prayed each night for triumphantly, and they were celebrated with a grand feast. 

God to bless us that we would be faithful enough 

to be protected from the Lamanites. Sometimes we For two years, this was seen as a wise choice. Then 

prayed that the Lamanites would feel no anger toward the Lamanites recovered and began to send secret 

us. And sometimes God listened to our prayers. strikes against civilians. They killed each of the council 
leaders who had voted for this decision. | alone was left 

But at other times, the Lamanites came in full force and untouched because | had not wanted all the Lamanite 


killed many of our people. | was one of the elders of our 
people who joined together in a council and made a 
decision to create an army of young men who would battle 
the Lamanites when they came against us. They were to be 
trained in the things of war, and they practiced daily to be 
stronger and faster than the Lamanites. We volunteered as a ARTIST STATEMENT 


city to pledge support to them so that they could continue For me, the unspoken theme running throughout the “Book of Saren” 


. : is hope. It is most evident in its absence as the weight and cost of 
to train and not worry about earning money at other trades. ir g 


war weigh heavy on every head. In this piece | wanted to capture a 


We also pledged to donate the tools of war to them: swords spark of hope that eludes these people, each voice we hear from and 


and scimitars and shields and helmets and all those things the many voices we don't. All the characters speak out strongly in 


that would help them to be superior to the Lamanites. this story, both in their presence and in their absence. As | read and 
reread the text, the character that stood out most to me was Charey, 


These young men pledged in turn to serve for five years, the “woman who sees two worlds.” In this piece, “To hope is to be 

so that they were available when needed, and no one had ever reaching,” | wanted to portray a feeling of hope, for Charey, 

. . ra . . for Chasen, for Saren — for all the souls in this story. This hope isn’t 

to give up their entire lives for this service. They would 
; ; ; completely separate from the despair, but even with the ghosts of 

still be able to marry and have children when their term of the past and the looming darkness of the future, there is still a glint of 


service was finished. The tallest and strongest and fiercest of light. 
young men were chosen, but it was considered a prestigious 


position, so many wanted to do it. At least, they did until It is so hard in our day and age to hold onto hope. Creating is a solace 

+hewars:ware frequent and there were many dead. Then for me, and | use art as a way not only to express myself but also to 

ba . i ee reach out to others. Together, we can catch that glowing spark of hope 
SIG 2 Walon Was NOt Se Wen tesPeciea ane Solin YOUNG and hold it close, letting it warm our hearts and souls, sharing it with 


men from wealthier families began to ask if they could pay everyone we can, 


money not to take their place, even if they were chosen. 
Katie Campbell | IG: @kmagcamp 
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warrior trainees to die. A child of each council leader was 
also killed, except for mine. And after all the mourning, 

| felt guilty that none of my children had died, and that 

| alone was free from this kind of sorrow. Perhaps the 
Lamanites meant to do that to me, to make me wish for 
death because | hadn't been able to convince the rest 

of the council to do what | was convinced was right. 


War has become a game now, and a way of life. 
Peace with the Lamanites is not a possibility for any 
of the rising generation. They accept it as natural that 
they should hate those who should be thought of 

as cousins and friends. Some people have become 
rich producing more and more weapons and better 
shields. It sickens me, and yet | am part of it. 


There is no thought of a real, lasting peace. Only 
the thought of a victory that will last longer and 
be more devastating to the other side. 


| am ashamed of my people, ashamed of myself, ashamed 

of the God that allows this. That is why | now end my 
contribution to this record. | am no prophetess. | am filled 
with remorse, and God has never spoken to me. | believe this 
is because | am unworthy of God's word. | have been selfish 
and have kept my own children and grandchildren safe. And 
yet, it seems to me that God has made the same choice, to 
keep one part of his children safe at the cost of another part 
of his children. | struggle now with this God, though | once 
accepted the task to write this book as witness of His love. 


| do not pray. | do not ask for blessings because | no 
longer believe that | deserve them or would accept 

them from this God. | pass this record along to my 
granddaughter Charess and hope that her generation will 
do better than mine has. But | fear that the voices of the 
dead will speak even louder to those who follow me. 


THE BOOK OF CHARESS 


|, Charess, have been given this record by my grandmother. 
It took me many years to learn it all by heart, and | have 
recited parts of it every day of my life. | feel the weight of 
the words of my ancestors each time | remember it. | could 
be angry because this record has made it impossible for me 
to do other things that my sisters and friends have done. 
They have not had to devote so much time to a single task. 


But it is likely that | would never have had a family in any 
case. What man would want a woman who does not always 
know if she is in this world or in another? | hear the voices of 
those who are dead speaking to me. Sometimes they shout 
at me, angry that they have been forgotten. Sometimes 
they are kind and loving, trying to help me along. 


There are more ghosts now than there were when | was 
younger. This is because so many have died in the wars 
between the Lamanites and the Nephites. They have lost 
so much, all of them. Not just the Nephite young men 
that we are told to remember, but the Lamanite young 
men, as well. They come to me dressed in their colors and 
they are like little children. They want me to play a game 
with them. It is as if they spent all their lives learning to be 
warriors and now have to spend their deaths learning to 
be children because they never had the chance before. 


Some of them ask me to help them find their way home, 
for their spirits are wandering here. | don’t know if they 
mean home to the Lamanite lands or to a heavenly 
home with God. | try to point them to their own cities 
because | think that only their people know what the 
rituals are to help them on their ghostly paths to peace. 


Do they go to the same heaven that the Nephites go 
to? | don’t know. The prophets do not tell us these 
things, and women do not have access to the men’s 
scriptures to know if the old prophets spoke of this. 


The Nephite young men who are dead seem happier to me, 
but that might be only because it is more familiar to them 
to be here. Some of them are young men | knew in the past, 
and | remind them about the Christ who is coming, and 

tell them that God is waiting for them. | don’t know where 
heaven is, but surely they are deemed worthy of inclusion. 
Some disappear after a few years, and | think that is 
because they have found their way. | hope that is why. 


This may not be the record God intends me to make. If 
that is so, then another will be told to leave it out because 
| am no prophet. | only hold this record for a little while. 


EDITOR’S NOTE: This short story is an excerpt from The Women’s Book 
of Mormon, published by BCC Press. 


A MORMON WOMAN'S VIEWS 
Unknown Author 
Woman's Exponent | Vol. 13 No. 11 | November 1884 


My ideas upon plural marriage are all based upon religion. | 
only accept it as a revelation in its most sacred phase. Mormon 
women accept plural marriage as a principle of faith, as 
conscientiously as they accept baptism; and many of them have 
had powerful and direct testimonies from heaven in regard to its 
being correct doctrine. 


To enter practically into this holy order of matrimony it is 
absolutely essential to be devoted soul and body to the 
establishment of the Church of God upon the earth. Religion 
must be dearer than all things else; and one must be capable 

of exercising great faith in God, and live nearer to Him in the 
strictest sense of the word, for it necessitates laying all upon the 
altar to embrace it. The life to come must be ever kept in view; 
we do not live so much for this little interval of time here, but to 
attain to an existence which is everlasting, where progression will 
be eternal, and where there will be no limit to increase, and the 
exaltation will be glorious beyond all “for eye hath not seen nor 
ear heard, nor hath it entered into the heart of man to conceive.” 


Such marriages for time and for all eternity, with so much at 
stake, are in very deed a sacrament, as all marriages should be. It 
is the most holy and sacred relation that unites man and woman 
together and demands from each the highest and truest form of 
love, that love which is founded upon principle, not impulse, for 
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feelings must not be allowed to control the actions of life, but 
principle must be the ruling power. 


It is only those who are pure-minded and whole-souled 

who will endure the responsibilities, trials and temptations 
incident to this peculiar order of marriage, because the actual 
existing circumstances are such as to require almost constant 
self-discipline and unselfish consideration for the feelings of 
others. This, however,will eventually result in a higher spiritual 
development, for the best emotions and affections will be 
brought in to constant exercise — patience, long-suffering, 
gentleness, forbearance, meekness, and that sweet charity which 
teaches us to do to others as we would wish them to do unto us, 
and to love our neighbor as our self. We have been taught that 
love is selfish, that it creates jealousy, but the highest and best 
form of love is that which is capable of the greatest sacrifice for 
the good of another. 


There is one other great advantage to women in this peculiar 
order of marriage besides the higher spiritual elevation, and 
this is the strength of character which is necessarily developed. 
When there are several wives, or even two, women are left 

to depend more upon their own judgment and to take more 
fully the charge of their own home and affairs; this brings into 
requisition many latent powers in woman's nature which would, 
under other circumstances, have lain dormant, and she finds 
herself capable of being something more than a plaything or a 
hot-house plant — she becomes, in a great measure, the head 
of her own household and the intelligent companion of her 
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husband. She naturally feels a positive pride in rendering herself 
equal to the position and is consequently self-reliant, dignified in 


character, and capable of great moral heroism. 


This sort of compulsory education makes women better mothers 
and more efficient in the training and governing of the children, 
in which so many mothers are sadly deficient. The first principle 
in the management of children is self discipline. It is utterly 
useless to attempt to control others when one has not acquired 
the habit of self-control, and it is through the lack of this self- 


consciousness that so many fail in family government. 


“Custom rules us all” is an old but true saying. Monogamy has 
been so extensively practiced that the change to plural marriage 
is like tearing down an iron wall, which requires skill and wisdom. 
Men and women rave about polygamy, as it is termed, and its 
evils and so on, and if there is one woman who happens to be 
dissatisfied or in any way neglected or mistreated they consider 
it a sufficient pretext to make a law to prevent the practice. 
Meanwhile,hundreds and thousands of women are every day 
suffering abuse, neglect, scorn, and going down into untimely 
graves through the excesses and wickedness of men in the 
world, and it is all unheeded and passed over because it is the 
custom of the country. How true it is that men seek to “pull the 


mote out of” another’s eye when a beam is in their own. 


There is no limit to this subject, but in conclusion we will repeat 
what we said in the beginning: we accept it in its sacred phase 
as a divine revelation and believe it to be the condition that will 
raise a higher standard of morals for society and will ultimately 
result in removing the curse pronounced upon woman in the 
garden of Eden, knowing that God’s ways are not man’s ways 
and that “he knoweth best” what will redeem mankind from the 


evils which they have been subjected to in the past. 


COUPLES 
By Kimberly Burnett 
Exponent II | Vol. 30 No. 3 | Winter 2010 


My husband and | are always late to his weekly appointment at 
the Tucker Gosnell Center for Gastrointestinal Cancers at the 


Massachusetts General Hospital. 


Today is no different. Like all Mondays, | wake the kids, harangue 
them through bowls of Cheerios and into clothes (no jeans, 

only “soft pants” for my four-year-old), and make their lunches 
(peanut butter again). | walk my third grader to school and then, 
at the last possible minute, | wake up my husband, Mat. We load 
ourselves in the car, drop off the preschooler, and wind through 
rush-hour traffic to MGH. 


To save time, | drop Mat off in front of the Yawkey Center of 
MGH and then park the car in the underground garage. When 
| arrive on the seventh floor, Mat is already checked in, wrist- 


banded, and waiting for a blood draw. 


| join him and look around. The people in the waiting room 
today are a bit younger than usual. There’s a couple | would 
guess are in their 30s, professional; the woman has a Louis 
Vuitton handbag. They both look like they'll go to work later. 
They don't talk to each other. The man flips through a Time 


magazine. They could be waiting to see the dentist. 


There's a couple with someone | assume is their 30-something 
daughter and a couple in their 50s reading paperbacks. 

The couple across from me is friendly looking, the man with 

a handlebar mustache and the woman with bleached hair. 
They're looking around at other people, interested, with open 


expressions. They could be waiting for a table at a restaurant. 


In the entire waiting room, only one person is alone. 

Like nearly everyone else, | am here in a couple. My husband, 
in his 30s, is the cancer patient. He's in jeans and a basketball 
jersey with Larry Bird’s name on it — a gift from one of the 


volunteers in the infusion unit. 


Mat is not going to work after his appointment today. After 
nearly four years of regular visits to this cancer center, five 
different chemotherapy regimens, and two surgeries, he is on 
disability leave from work. I'm the partner, also in my 30s, and 


like nearly everyone else, | could be waiting to go to the dentist. 


Except a partner is not required for a visit to the dentist. 


Cancer, on the other hand, requires companionship. 


This is a place full of emotional roller coasters: “I’m sorry; you 
have cancer.” Or, “The chemo is not working. The cancer is 
growing. We need to find something else.” Or, worst of all, “I’m 


sorry, there’s nothing else we can do.” 


Not everyone here will have a bad day today. Some people, 
more self-actualized than | am, have accepted this experience 
and are at peace with it. Others will have a really good day: “I 
think it's working.” Or, even better, “There’s no sign of cancer 
anywhere.” They'll go home and celebrate, then come back 
three or six months from now and hope to hear the same thing 


again. 
I'm the one who is supposed to be at peace. | married in the 
temple so | have an eternal family. Suppose we are separated for 


awhile — what's forty years or so in the eternal scheme of things? 


What's two minutes when you're drowning? 


I'm not self-actualized or at peace. I’ve heard nearly all the 
varieties of speeches from the oncologist but one: “You're 


cured.” 


My life is a snow globe, picked up and shaken every few months. 
When the water has finally stopped swirling around me, and the 
snow has settled on the ground again, it’s time for another good 


shaking. 


Today’s conversation will not be momentous: “Your blood counts 
look good. You can head up to the infusion unit.” This is our new 


normal, at least for a few months. 


| sometimes wonder who will come to the hospital with me if | 
ever get cancer. I'll want to be here as part of a couple. 


This couple. 


SURVIVING A MIXED POLITICAL 
ORIENTATION MARRIAGE 

By Caroline Kline 

The Exponent Blog | October 27, 2016 


I've been a Democrat since | was 18. I've never had any regrets 
about this political affiliation, though | have on occasion found 
myself admiring the stances of Green Party candidates. Similarly, 
my husband has been a Republican since he was 18, and he 
sometimes finds himself admiring some Libertarian candidates’ 


positions. 


Every election since we've been married (sixteen years now), 
we happily go to the polls, vote our consciences, and generally 
cancel out each others’ votes for political candidates. There has 
only been one time in our marriage when politics have strained 
our relationship. And that was my doing. | gave him a hard 
time about supporting a certain issue that | felt strongly about. 
Afterwards, | felt bad for not respecting his conscience and 
resolved to not do that again. After all, he had always shown 
respect for my stances, even if he personally felt he needed to 


go a different direction. 


Sometimes people have asked us how we have survived our 
mixed political orientation marriage. They look at me and shake 
their heads and say, “| just don’t know how you two do it.” Most 
of the time, | tell them, it’s really not a problem. My messiness 


and lack of desire to pick up after myself cause more tension. 


Here are some of the reasons we have survived and even thrived 
in our marriage, despite our very real and sometimes passionate 


political differences. 


Show trust and respect 

| trust that my husband has good intentions and good 
motivations. Sixteen years of living with him have proved these 
good motivations over and over again. He’s not an idiot, he’s not 
immoral, and he’s not uncaring. In fact, he’s the exact opposite 


of all those things. Likewise, he respects where | come down 
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on hot button issues and politics, even though it's generally not 


where he comes down. 


Understand motivations 
One thing that has helped both of us to develop this trust 
and respect is stepping back and recognizing what drives our 


different senses of morality and ultimate good. 


Don't vilify 

It's helped my husband and me to step back and recognize the 
very real and moral dimensions that lead us to different political 
stances. | may not privilege the same things he does when 
making these decisions, but | think it’s important to acknowledge 
that his stances are moral and products of real thought and 
consideration. It does neither of us any good to vilify the other 
person for taking certain political stances, and moreover, it’s not 


fair or generous of us to do so. 


Let go of control 

It's been hard, at times, but I’ve come to articulate to myself this 
fact: that it's not my job to try to control him. It’s not right for me 
to shove my morals onto him and expect him to behave in a way 
that resonates with my worldview. Part of my maturing process 
in this relationship is accepting the fact that my husband and | 
are like two circles in a Venn Diagram. We will overlap in some 
things and enjoy each other and find communion in those things. 
And there will always be those other parts that simply will never 
overlap. | will find others to commune with in those other areas, 
as will he. And that is ok. 


This all may sound a bit Pollyannaish. In reality, | sometimes 
desperately wish that he would vote the same way | do on some 
things, especially when the stakes are high. In the past there 
have been those one or two occasions when it has been very 
difficult for me to see my spouse casting a vote for something 
that | feel causes real and significant harm to other people. It’s 

a good thing | like and respect him so much and that | can put 
[his voting] decisions within a much bigger context — a context 
of sixteen years of generosity, respectful interactions, and real 


thoughtfulness toward me and so many others. 
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The Accidental 
Author: 
Discovering a Lite 
and Career in 
Writing 


INTERVIEW WITH METTE IVIE HARRISON 


You have taken an interesting path to becoming 
an author, earning a Ph.D. from Princeton and 
teaching at Brigham Young University for a 

few years before turning your professional 
efforts toward writing. Did you always want to 
write professionally, or did you discover your 
talent and passion for writing along the way? 


| knew | wanted to be a writer in 
kindergarten, when | drew a picture of a 
dragon and my teacher said, “|! bet this 
dragon has a story,” and she wrote it down 
for me. | still have that story and some of 
my first writing attempts in my own letters 
in first grade. | remember telling the story 
of wanting to be a writer over and over 
again when | was in elementary school and 
most people patting me on the head, not 
believing it was possible. My father, an 
engineer, encouraged me to focus on more 
practical careers. But ultimately, nothing 
else really worked for me. | tried a lot of 
more practical careers and was always 
being distracted by stories in my head. 


Describe a typical work day. 
| wake up, do a workout, and then sit 


down at my computer and type whatever 
annoying, insistent ideas have been 


pestering me all night or over the weekend. 


| know logically that they must come from 
somewhere inside myself, but it feels like 
these ideas are coming from an outside 
source, maybe the universe itself. | used 

to have a long list of novel ideas that | was 
trying to get to, but then poetry started 
attacking me at 4 a.m., and | have no idea 
what that means. | had no intention ever to 
be a poet, or an essayist or the journalist 
of Mormonism that | sometimes play. 


So, do you usually sit and write until the 
inspiration exhausts itself, or do you try 
to do a systematic number of hours or 
pages or words per day? How do you 
maintain focus during your writing time? 


| often have a list of essays and poetry to 
get to, which | feel compelled to finish or 
they will bother me again at night. When 
it comes to fiction, | focus on scenes or 
chapters because my old strategies of 


targeting word count encouraged 
my general tendency to wordiness. 
| tend toward hyper-focused rather 
than the reverse. If you ask my kids, 
they'll tell you that | can be very 
oblivious to the rest of the world 
while working. But | do try to let my 
work go and be present for family 
time when | close my laptop. This 
usually works until about midnight. 


While many authors specialize in one type 
of writing, you have published in many 
different genres: young adult fiction, adult 
mystery series, science fiction and fantasy, 
memoir, personal essays for outlets like 
The Huffington Post, and now poetry! 


My YA career blew up in 2010, and 

| seriously considered giving up 
writing and trying to get a “real job,” 
as my brothers always teased me 
about in college. A friend of mine 
had recently gone back to school to 
get a master's degree in accounting, 
and because |’d always been good 
at math, | considered doing that. 

But | gave myself one last shot to 
write a few last things, just for me. 
The Bishop's Wife was one of those 
last things. It was a huge success 
commercially, but I've never matched 
it since and maybe never will again. 

| have again struggled a lot this year 
with thoughts of getting a “real job,” 
but maybe | will figure out how to 
reinvent myself again. | don’t like 
how often this seems to happen. | 
hate change so much, and that is 
something that is connected to my 
autism, which | was diagnosed with in 
2017. | will probably be writing and 
publishing on that in the future, too. 


That is really interesting. Was 
your autism diagnosis a surprise? 
How do you think your autism has 
influenced your work thus far? 


| sought out the diagnosis after many 
years of finding autistic people all 
around me, in my family and in my 
chosen friends. | resisted seeing the 


problems in myself until | couldn't 
anymore, and I'm still making peace 
with the diagnosis. Even though 

| thought it was likely, the official 
diagnosis was a tremendous blow 
to my identity (and pride). It has 
taken some time for me to process 
the good and the bad. Autism is 
probably the reason for almost all 
of the success in my life. All those 
checklists and that hyperfocus 
meant that | graduated with an 
M.A. and B.A. two years after high 
school, and ended up pursuing a 
Ph.D. at age 19, which | finished 
five years later. When | began 
writing for publication, | finished 
20 novels in four years and just 
plowed ahead after every rejection. 


Do you see your individual 
books or series as stand-alone 
pieces, or are there connections 
throughout your body of work? 


In my work | see a lot of women who 
are struggling with their identities 

in ways that may feel exaggerated, 
as in fantasy where one woman was 
born a hound or another woman is 
born with “male” magic. That may 
seem completely different from 

Linda Wallheim in The Bishop's Wife, 
but actually, they are very similar. In 
some ways, | think that “woman” is 

a performance that I’ve never quite 
mastered or felt whole in. Autism 

is part of that. | think | don’t really 
understand what gender is. | don’t 
think | would say that I’m “agender,” 
but I’ve heard the term “autigender,” 
meaning autism and your gender are 
so closely related it’s impossible to 
talk about them separately. | spent a 
year in fourth grade as a boy named 
“Eddie” (the school dropped the 
“M" on my name) and what | learned 
was that being a boy made as little 
sense to me as being a girl did. 
These are society’s rules, not my rules 
that | write down periodically, and | 
feel | am an outside observer who is 


often confused or amused by them, 
which makes for interesting fiction. 


You have described your relationship 
with the LDS church as “complicated,” 
but much of your writing is deeply 
engaged with Mormon cultural themes 
and tropes. Why do you think you find 
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so much inspiration in church culture? 


| don't know that this is a conscious 
choice. My first published novel, 
The Monster In Me, was set in Utah 
with a Mormon family, but | had 

no idea how to talk or write about 
Mormonism for a national audience. 
| figured that out with The Bishop's 
Wife, and then Huffington asked 
me to start writing essays. | think 
I'm deeply Mormon in ways that 
sometimes infuriate me. Even after 
all the deconstructing of the power 
structure of Mormon patriarchy 
and Mormon history that I’ve done, 
The Book of Mormon in particular 
still calls to me. I’m a fiction writer 
and | see it as a work of fiction, 

but a deeply inspired one and 

one that | keep going back to. 


When you need inspiration or want 
to enjoy some personal reading time, 
what authors or books do you turn to? 


I've been really enjoying a few 
mystery writers lately: Ruth Ware, 
Tana French, and Laura Lippman 
come to mind. | also love almost 
everything Soho Crime publishes, 
but will recommend Timothy 
Hallinan, Stephanie Barron, and 
Sujata Massey in particular. In the 
Mormon world, | love Steven Peck, 
Rachel Hunt Steenblik, and there's 
a wonderful new poetry book 
Radical coming out by Heather 
Stinson that | hope people find. 
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Eve enjoyed the aspen-covered foothills — so much cooler than the arid valley below 
with late summer lingering into the autumn months this year. She insisted on walking. 
Enoch’s cranky donkey had bucked her once, and she couldn't take another fall. 


Further on, the first log homes plastered with adobe peeped through 
the occasional copse. Birdsong and childsong piped around them, 
and Eve couldn't help but smile. Eventually the forest opened up, and 
Eve saw the ring of small homes surrounding the meeting circle. 


Children stopped chasing each other and ran to greet their “many great- 
grandmother” and “Uncle Enoch.” The noise drew other people from their 
doorays, carts, and gardens. Almost all dropped their tasks to pay their respects. 


Eve chuckled at the coming deluge of posterity. “This is a beautiful little village... 
always a joy. | wish all my children could live this way. You have done well, Enoch.” 


Enoch led the tottering old woman gently, her hand tucked in the crook of his elbow. 
Her other hand shakily squeezed the shoulder, arm, or wrist of everyone who came 
to her, making progress even slower as she blessed each petitioner with a kind word, 
a prayer, a determined smile, and countless hugs and kisses. Once they reached 
Enoch’s little home, he sighed in relief. He could now get the beloved lady to rest. 


Or so he thought, for although his wife, Mara, insisted that she needed no 
help with getting dinner ready, Mother Eve ambled into the cooking area 
without a word. The start of a meal was evident, but Mara couldn't hide 
the soiled baby clothes soaking in the corner, the infant protesting her 
placement in her sling, and the half-mashed corn on the grindstone. 


Eve patted Mara’s shoulder. The matriarch unrolled a rag rug from her 
shoulder bag, lay it next to the stone, and firmly guided Mara to sit on it. 


Mara stared at Enoch, silently pleading for him to intervene, but he shook his 
head and motioned for her to sit down. Mara’s face flushed with anger and 
shame. She had tried so hard to get everything prepared in time for this visit. 
Eve's hand softly trembled on Mara’s shoulder, and Mara finally submitted. 


Enoch shrugged his shoulders behind Eve's back. He knew 
not to resist when Eve decided to bless him with her service. 
He hoped Mara wouldn't take too much offense. 


“Fetch water please, Enoch. Your wife looks parched.” Eve slowly lowered herself to 
the floor and took over at the grindstone. Mara’s baby fussed in her sling, and Eve 
patted the baby’s head before adding more corn to the stone and working the roller. 


ARTIST STATEMENT 


In my mixed media piece “Grandmother Eve” (pg. 28), | photographed the root cellar 
of an old adobe brick home built by a Mormon Pioneer and early settler of Utah. | felt 
the location was appropriate for a story set in the home of Enoch, as he and everyone 
in that city were about to leave this earth on their own journey. In the scene | painted, 
we see Eve preparing food for Enoch’s family as Enoch’s wife cares for their infant. 

Her thoughts are not for herself, but for her posterity. For my piece “Zion Rising” 
(opposite), | photographed large empty marshlands in winter to give that feeling of 
isolation. In the scene painted onto that photo we see the City of Enoch being taken 
up surrounded by Heavenly light while Eve looks on in the distance. She is alone in this 
wasteland but her back is straight and her face determined. 
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Mara sat, stunned, half expecting a scolding for letting an elder work 
while she sat, but The Great Mother seemed content and unfazed 
by her unprepared state. Mara finally smiled gratefully and put the 
baby to her breast. Enoch kissed both daughter and wife, then 
retrieved the gourds from their netting on the ceiling and retreated. 


“Thank you, Great Mother...” 
“Shhh! I’m not ‘great.’” 


“First Mother, then?” Mara offered. 


Eve shook her head, “Not really, just in this place. 
‘Mama’ will do. Grandmother if you must because 
my body has aged beyond my spirit.” 


Mara nodded and readjusted her infant while leaning against the 
wall. Looking out the rear doorway through the woven willow 
door, Mara watched her husband pull up water from the well that 
served another fifty or so families in the village. He filled Mara’s 
gourds and one of the new neighbors rushed to Enoch, obviously 
with an urgent request, but Mara couldn't hear them. Enoch 
gently put down the gourds and left them at the well before he 
followed the other man. Mara felt a little possessive of Enoch’s 


time, but she reminded herself how much better her life was with 
Enoch. She could never call the village she grew up in “home.” 


“Enoch turned into a good man. I’m glad you two found each 
other. | was pleased to hear that Enoch married.” Eve rocked 
with the stone, gnarled hands expertly adding just enough 
corn before the bulk of the meal became unmanageable, 
swiping the mash into a waiting wooden bowl. 


Mara gave the old woman a little smile. Though she had heard 
stories about Eve, she was awed that such a revered figure was in 
her little home. And more so, that she was helping with chores. 
Mara’s mother had died giving birth to her, and her father’s other 
wives were never so compassionate. Mara realized that Eve, as the 
First of all Mothers, didn’t have one herself. Mara wondered if... 


Mara decided she couldn't ask something so personal, 
but there was another thing she was curious about. 


“Grandmother, what was Eden like?” 


Eve's eyes crinkled with amusement as she scooped more corn on 
the grindstone. Always this question, she thought, but how much 
to reveal? "It was beautiful, but lonely.” 


Mara blinked. “But you had your husband, 
and you could talk with God face to face! 
And you didn’t have to grind corn.” 


Eve shrugged. “God wasn't there 

all the time. Just seeing one person 
most of the time can be a trial in itself. 
There just wasn’t that much to do.” 


Mara’s gaze locked onto Eve’s brown 
eyes. “You were bored?” 


Eve grinned and patted Mara’s knee 
reassuringly. “I didn't know what it was 

to be bored.” She stopped grinding and 
stretched her back. “I felt like there was 
something | had to do, but | didn’t know 
what it was. When | think about it, | can only 
say it was a little like that feeling when you 
start out on a journey, and you’re walking for 
a while, but you feel like you forgot to take 
something with you, something important.” 


Mara checked to see that the baby was still 
feeding. Her daughter's mouth hung open, 
only the tip of the nipple stuck to her lip. 
Mara gently disengaged and wrapped herself 
up before lifting the infant to her shoulder. 


“What was missing?” 


Eve swept more mash into the waiting 
bowl and hefted it between both 
hands. Satisfied that a little more 

was needed, she returned the bowl 


to its place and slapped more corn on the grindstone. 
“A purpose.” 


“To have a family.” 


Eve shook her head. “Our purpose is to become like God. 
Having a family is just one way to accomplish that.” 

For a small eternity, the scratching of the stone 

and the infant's slow breath harmonized. 


Mara’s brow scrunched with confusion. “But 
you were commanded to multiply...” 


“And so | have, because creation was part of God’s purpose for me.” 


The baby spit up part of her meal, and Mara wiped off her 
shoulder with the rag sitting nearby. “Just a part? What else is 
there?” Mara had never heard that a woman's purpose could be 
more than becoming a mother. Some of the tightness in Mara’s 
shoulders released, and her focus sharpened on the old woman. 


Eve put the last of the mash into the bowl, wiped her hands on her 
ever present apron, and reached for the infant. “To love and serve. 
To grow and nurture the growth of others. To choose and learn from 
choosing. To know joy after sorrow, and hope even after death.” 


Mara hesitated for only a moment before gently releasing 
her daughter to Eve's care. The baby yawned and 
snuggled into Eve's arms. Mara marveled. If my own 
mother were here, would she hold my baby like that? 


Eve turned to look in Mara’s eyes and took her 
hand. Softly, but with certainty, she testified: “Mara, 
she is always with you when you need her.” 


Mara nodded. She could feel it and her tears were sweet. 


A new breeze rustled the trees as Enoch returned, slowly balancing 
the overfull gourds in his hands. As he crossed the threshold of 

his home, he sensed a strong sacred presence that made him 
pause. Enoch tiptoed in, laid the dripping gourds at his wife’s 

side, and peered around Eve's shoulder at his firstborn. 


Enoch so loved the women before him. He saw a light in 
Mara’s face and could tell Eve had won her over. Perhaps 
Mara had done the same? He turned to Eve and whispered, 
“You could stay. | would build you a little home nearby....” 


Eve stopped him with a glare and hissed, “You 
know | will not abandon my children.” 


Enoch nodded his acceptance quickly and backed 
out of the door. “Forgive me, Mother.” 


Confused, Mara looked from Eve to the door. “Would you like 
to hold her while | get some vegetables from the garden?” 


The old one nodded, intently gazing at the baby, tears 
coursing down the cracked grooves of her cheek. 


Mara slipped silently out with a small basket to the 
garden where Enoch was pulling the morning glory. 
Mara went around him to gather autumn greens. 


“Mother Eve knows what's coming,” Enoch said, his voice 
shaking. “She could come with us when the Lord takes 
up the city, but she will stay with all the wayward and the 
wicked and partake of their fate as if it was hers.” 


Mara pinched bugs on the underside of the squash leaves. “| 
thought you said no one’s fate was fixed, that we all choose to 
act for ourselves and we are blessed for our obedience.” 


Enoch allowed himself to sit flat in the dirt. “God knows 
us so well. We try and we sin, and some stop trying. It 
won't take long before God starts over again.” 


Mara stretched out her back. “Maybe that's a good thing. There 
could be an Eden again.” Her voice sounded more bitter than 
she intended. Memories of her past threatened to pull her down. 
Fighting the familiar, old feelings of revenge, she crouched next 
to her husband and lightly rubbed his sunburned neck. Mara 
took a deep breath and felt the rage ease away. She felt Enoch 
turn to her, and she gave him a little smile. “Maybe the city will 
come back to a clean earth, and we'll get it right this time.” 


“Eden is lost. God will destroy nearly all life...so horrible, God 
won't allow the delivered ones to see it happening all around 
them.” Enoch perched his elbows on his knees and stared at 

their home. Mara kneaded Enoch’s shoulder as he wept. 


“That horror is what our dear Eve, the Mother of All Living, 
wants to prevent. She wants to try to lead her progeny 
back to the light, and if God does not call her spirit 

home, she will experience that awful judgment.” 


Mara could hear Eve's wordless tune, both lullaby and dirge, 
coming from the window over the baby’s cooing. She recalled 
she had first heard it in a dream, a call that drew her to 
escape from the wretchedness of her former life. When she 
finally ran away, after days of wandering, she heard it again 
and followed it to a group of people happily chatting around 
a campfire. For the first time, Mara felt safe. They brought 
her to Enoch’s settlement where Mara began to heal. 


Mara didn’t completely understand her husband's grief, nor 
her very great-grandmother’s zeal, but she felt a strange 
comfort all the same. Zion would arise into the heavens, 
and Mother Eve would attempt to rescue the rest. 


Enoch’s tears ran out. 

Mara kissed his cheek. “I chose to stay with you,” 

she said. Enoch smiled and embraced her, unable 

to express his gratitude, but she understood. 

Mara broke the embrace first and took up the basket. “| think 


we should get dinner finished.” They returned to their little 
house to enjoy time with their dear Eve while they could. 
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LIFT UP 
YOUR 
HEADS 


ANITA WELLS 


The effectual fervent prayer of a righteous [wo]man 
availeth much 
— James 5:16 


O all ye that are pure in heart, lift up your heads and 
receive the pleasing word of God, and feast upon his 
love; for ye may, if your minds are firm, forever. 

— Jacob 3:2 


1. SHOFAR BLAST HERALDING THE NEW YEAR 


| veil my face as the shofar sounds. | pray the hourly prayer 

of my heart once again: that my beloved betrothed Alma will 
repent and give his heart back to me and to the Lord. O God of 
Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, God of Lehi, Nephi, and Benjamin, 
this eloquent, brilliant man Alma was once favored and blessed. 
This articulate man of learning and leadership has such promise. 
He could do so much for thy cause and kingdom. He comes 
from a noble heritage and has been taught the law and the 
testimony. He knows, yet he does not know at all. His heart is not 
right with Thee and neither are his actions. He doesn't know the 
power of God. He has turned from Thee, and me. He has led my 
four brothers astray, and so many others. How can | marry him 


next week when he is arrogant and wicked, a destroyer of souls? 


But our union has been arranged since childhood; | can’t go 
against my father, the king, even though he, too, wants Alma 
to be a man of honor and righteousness. And how can | stop 
loving him, the playmate of my youth, the choice of my heart 
since | knew what love was? Remembering those more carefree 
days, listening in on my brothers and Alma as they studied 

the law and learned about the records and the language of 


our people, | knew then how wise and kind he could be. 


Please change his heart, his life, his path. Awaken him 

from this spiritual slumber, this spiritual nightmare! Please 
intervene. | know Thou canst send angels from heaven. The 
records tell of Nephi’s brothers being stopped by an angel. 
We need the same miracle. My brothers must be stopped. 
Alma needs to be stopped. Please send them an angel. 


And then help me to forgive him even as Thou dost. 
2. THE SECOND BLAST OF THE SHOFAR 


| focus my mind back on the holiday. | peek up at the platform 
by the temple one more time, wishing that during that veiled 
moment, Alma somehow might have appeared there next to our 


fathers as expected on the high holy day. No, still not there. 


Was he off with that harlot | had glimpsed him with at the last 


festival? How my heart was pierced with deep wounds to think 


of other women taking my place by his side. His aging father 
Alma, dressed in his high priest robe, looks bereft. He is likely 
remembering when his son last came in the temple courtyard 
with unclean animals and words and actions to deliberately 
defile the sanctity there. My father stands regal as always, with 
Uncle Helaman by his side instead of my brothers. Where are the 
crown princes on this Nephite New Year? How can we call the 


nation to repentance when our own family won't obey the Lord? 


| turn my thoughts back to the solemn and holy convocation. 
In my mind's eye, | picture the scene before me. The temple 
of God, its courtyard filled with his righteous saints who join 
in worship for the high holy days as commanded in the law. 
The priests, ready for sacrifice. The harvest stacked high on 
either side of the platform, maize stalks showing that we had 
gathered and given, blessed and been blessed. Righteous 
king Mosiah, my beloved father, whose leadership and vision 
and generosity of spirit united disparate groups of Nephites 
as refugees from the land of Nephi joined his people in 
Zarahemla. Alma, dressed in his sacred white high priestly 
robe next to the king and other priests, trying not to show 
his ever-present anxiety about his youngest son. Who heeds 


a preacher of righteousness when his own son refuses? 
3. THE THIRD BLAST OF THE SHOFAR 


| think of the flocks milling in the temple courtyard. The animals 
await their sacrifice and | feel a kinship with them. They have 
no say in their fate, but are part of a grander celebration that 
will terminate their own lives. They have been raised since birth 


for one purpose, and they have come to fulfill that moment. 


ARTIST STATEMENT 


“Lift Up Your Heads” inspired this vision of devotion and reaching. 
The story encompasses a range of sensations, from grief, pain, 
love, faith, to lastly, hope. The human face is able to emote so 
clearly and vividly, but in this case, | believed the hands to be a 
more powerful portrayal of the many impressions the narrative 
evokes. 


This piece reconciles the act of modern prayer, where we are 
taught to bow our heads in humility, with ancient, fervent, and 
deeply personal prayer, where our heads are thrown back and our 
hands are lifted to the heavens. In this upturned manner, we are 
physically more open, and maybe more ready to receive. 


From behind veiled faces, we seek God. We want to make our 
voices heard, and long for answers as we reach upward in mind 
and body. 


Katy Lawler Riendeau | katylawlerart.com | IG: @katylawlerart 
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My upcoming wedding is much the same, the fulfillment of a 
lifetime of royal obligations and expectations, moving from one 
powerful household to another. Yet if Alma remains the proud, 
cynical, hard-hearted man he has become, | think | might rather 
be sacrificed on the altar like these animals than continue to live. 


| squeeze the hand next to mine. Alma’s mother is almost 


cry myself to sleep night after night, tormented by his decisions 
and actions? Are my prayers strong enough to change them? 
And then will | be brave enough to forgive and love again? 


6. THE SIXTH BLAST OF THE SHOFAR 


| count through the six days of Creation, wishing for the 
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Gilbert Dear, you 
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Rate 
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JAIN EXPOSITION. 


go ahead and explore 
on your own. I am going 
to rest here for a spell, 
and make friends with 


like my own since Mother's death. She has trained me to be peace of the seventh, the Sabbath. | then remember why 


a righteous woman, how to pray and seek my own answers. we have this holy day, we who are awaiting this Day of 


32 


She knows what a wicked court and nation was like under King 
Noah, and she has tried her whole life to raise a family in a 
different pattern, following the laws of the Lord. With both of us 
pleading so often, so thoroughly, surely the Lord will hearken. 


| hear the cries of the flocks corralled by the priests. Those 

pure firstborn lambs, ready for sacrifice, will give their lives, 
obedient to the laws and commandments of God. They are 
unblemished and holy. Their mothers love them. Just like Alma’s. 
But where is his heart? Not ready for sacrifice. Not pure. 


4. THE FOURTH BLAST OF THE SHOFAR 


Awake and arise to celebrate the start of a new year, and 
remember the creation of our first parents in the garden. It is 
time to prepare to have our names written in the book of life. 


Yet how can Alma and | join our names and lives and bodies 
and become like our first parents? My heart feels fragile and 
broken. What will this new year hold, with a wanton husband? 
What kind of beginning will that be for us? His name doesn’t 
belong in the book of life. His robes are a mockery of the 
temple. He is ritually impure and unworthy of his calling 

and heritage. | don’t want to become a parent yoked with 

an unbeliever as my unfaithful companion. How can | toast 
the sweetness of the year ahead when | taste bitterness? 


| want to start my Day of Atonement fast already. Perhaps 
the shofar will carry my prayers straight to God's throne. If | 
pray loud and long enough, He will hear my own trumpet. 


5. THE FIFTH BLAST OF THE SHOFAR 


Five friends: my brothers and Alma, our fathers’ hope for the 
five future leaders. Now they have become the church's current 
challenge, sinners leading more after their wicked ways. The fifth 
command is to honor your parents, which they rebel against. 
Did they know their fathers pray fervently for their souls? How 
my mother must be weeping in heaven, because | certainly see 
Alma’s mother weep here on earth often enough. Do these 

five see the pain they cause, the lives they ruin, the sorrow that 
comes when testimonies and relationships are trampled? Do my 
brothers see the anguish of their sister? Does Alma know that | 


Atonement. It is to honor the coming Christ, the Messiah 
whose name my grandfather Benjamin taught our people. 
This man God, this mortal deity, will come to save us all. 
Perhaps even in my lifetime! He will reconcile our lives and 
hearts. From ritually impure sinners with hearts cold as stone, 
doomed for destruction and damnation, to those like me who 
hope for heaven, we will all be saved. Sins great and small, 
insurmountable troubles and heartaches, all will be smoothed 
and solved. This Son of God is the lamb that will be sacrificed 
to save us with his blood, splashing over the high priest's 
robes in scarlet stains that will wash impossibly white. He will 
untangle the fiercest knots and smooth the troubled waters; 
he will bring new beginnings. Vile sinners who dishonor 
parents and covenants are still loved and redeemable. 


No matter what else happens, | cling to this: that Christ 

cares about His people, the Nephites, and my own family. 
The serene sureness of this peace washes over my soul with 
infusing warmth. No matter what else happens, | can hold 
onto this, just like the rod of iron Nephi saw. | can have the 
patience of hope, the faith to believe that the Lord loves Alma 
and my brothers and me. The quiet stillness of this peace 
pervades my soul, and my veil is suddenly wet with tears. 


7. THE SEVENTH BLAST OF THE SHOFAR 


The final notes sound, roaring like thunder in my ears, sounding 
like the very trump of God itself. Lifting my veil, | look up toward 
the platform where Father kneels down with the priests. The 


multitude is all bowed in prayer, in gratitude, in worship. 


But surprisingly, | see a runner approach the temple. 
Others follow him more slowly, and | strain my eyes to see 
what this unusual interruption is. The group is carrying 
someone on a litter fashioned out of cloaks. Could it be? 


It is my brothers, approaching the temple as fast as their 
burden allows. There is shock on their faces, but also 

joy. And now | recognize the cape that covers what they 
carry: it is Alma. He is wrapped and still, but | know this is 
the power of God. This new year ahead will be different 


somehow than | had thought. My prayers are heard. 


these lovely trees. 
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Mrs. Anne Blythe. 
My husband and I 
heard you speak at the 
Women’s Congress. Gilbert 


is a doctor as well. So you 


see, when he found there was a [| 
woman doctor on the program = 


he was very much inclined 
to attend. We were not 
disappointed. You are 
quite a marvelous 
speaker! 


\d 
* 
Thank you. 
It is a pleasure 


to meet you 
Mrs. Blythe. 


many, 


—— S way 


Yes, quite. 

This babe is not going to 
make an appearance while 
you're gone. And I cannot be 
persuaded to take another step 
at the moment. I promise 
not to stray from this 
magical isle. 


I'd hate to 
keep you if you 
are too busy, but it 
would be a thrill to 
know you better. Won't 
you join me for just a 
moment?...And 
please, call 
me Anne. 


It appears you are 
at an advantage. You 
seem to know who Iam, 
but I cannot say the 
same of you. 


Twill join you. Thank you. 


I will not be meeting my party 
until this evening, and what’s more, 
my feet will thank me for 
giving them rest. 


We have 
come from Prince 
Edward Island, 
Canada. 


Tell me, from 

where do you — “<4 
come? And what il Z ASD 
brings you to the aaa 


might well ask 
Exposition? 


what brings me here. 

I suppose you won't see 
too many women in my 
condition here about. Our dear 
friend, Mrs. Rachel Lynde, did 
not approve. “Exposition, 
indeed!” said she. “The only 
exposition anyone will 
notice will be you! 

That’s what.” 


Gilbert 
and I helped 
curate the exibits 
for our province— 
he for medicine, 
andI for 
education. 


So you see, 

T could not very well 
turn down this opportunity, in 
spite of expectations. But of 
course, I've never been one 
to let other's opinions 
dictate my course. 


My dear, 
are you quite 
alright? 


It seems 
you and I have that 
in common. It is my experience 
that everyone has an opinion 
about who or what they think we 
should do, or be. Yet, I have found 
great satisfaction in being 
“captain of my soul.” 


But I believe this 
child is telling me 
it is time to 
move. 


Iwas 
just on my way 
to see the Japanese 
Ho-o-den. Have 
you seen it? Lhave 
not. That 
sounds lovely. 
Now, won't you 
tell me how you 
came to be a 
doctor? 


step-father who 
did the same for me. 
He had faith in my abilities 
when others saw 
only agirl... 


When I 


was four years old 


my family crossed th 


e plains 


in a wagon company traveling 


to the Salt Lake Valley. 
sister died along the tra 


My young 
il, and my 


father died just days after reaching 
the valley. The images of lowering my 


sister in the cold ground, with only 


a blanket to protect her little body, 
and my father laid out in his 
coffin have always haunted 

me. I knew I needed 


to be a healer. 
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happened to 
you after your 


parents 
I’m embarrassed 


to say that there was a time = 
when the life of a pioneer would \_— 
have seemed romantic to me. My 
own parents died before I ever 
knew them, but now that I've lost 
a child of my own, I think I 
can comprehend that 
heartache. 
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between homes where I 
wasn’t wanted and an orphan asylum 
until I was eleven. That's when a providential 
mistake brought me home to Matthew and 
Marilla Cuthbert. You see, they had expected 
to adopt a bou. Instead they gave a 
little girl love and a brighter 
future. 
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I think 
perhaps that love 
is more important to 
creating a family 
than biology... 


T admire your 
y y work ever so much. And 
=. though my education has 


provided so much opportunity, 
what I desire most is to create 
the home I never had 

as a child. 


what you 
have to offer 
your children 
because you 
have an 
education! 


Here you are! 
I thought perhaps the local 
dryads had taken you for their queen. 


more than just the trees. Don’t feel too 
badly, Doctor Cannon, no one is 
immune to her charms. 


Gilbert and I 

are very interested 

in the women’s vote. 

Is it true that women in 

Utah had the right to 
vote, only to have 

it taken away? 
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Anne has 
already made it quite 
clear that she intends for us 
to be friends. And since lam 
very happy to be claimed as 
such, I ‘d be pleased 
if you would call 
me Mattie. 


hoping to see the 
Women’s Building across 
the bridge. Would the 
two of you care 


== ———— 


T looked forward to the opportunity, 
and relished the responsibility when I 
came of age. It came as quite a shock 
when it was taken from us, just six 
years ago. We have been 
lobbying for our rights 
every day since. 


I couldn't agree 
more. Anyone who knows Anne 
and me knows that she is every bit as capable 
as I, academically. You could say our rivalry inspired 
me to loftier heights, didn’t it, Dear? Indeed, your 
own work, Doctor, ought to silence 
anyone who would argue 
otherwise. 


This building is 
testament to the expanse 
of women’s abilities. This is our 
unfortunate lot: we must prove to 
the world, over and over again, that 

women have been created free 


and equal. And that it is our 
right to function 
as such. 
———-——“‘“‘ié:;TC 
As wonderful as this 


exhibit is, I feel as if an opportunity was missed. 


Many of the displays depict women in a more traditional sphere. 
And while it is a sphere to be admired, and one I have largely chosen 
for myself, so much potential remains untapped. And have 
you noticed? While this is supposed to be a world 
exhibition, and is to a certain extent, it 
seems very ... European. 
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Most of the 
great influences in my life (and 
dare I say most lives) have been women. 

With such a weighty role in relation to future 
generations, doesn’t it behoove our nations to provide 
all of their citizens, particularly those in whose care 
lies the education of our children, with every 
opportunity to glean knowledge and 
take action, in accordance with 
that knowledge? 


I wish my He must have 
Angus could be here to see alll some great reason to 
of this. He would love it so! You must be kept away from such an 
forgive me, but I’m a bit envious auspicious event—not only 
that you get to enjoy this for this country, but for 
together. 4 al you personally. 


He does in fact 
have a great deal of responsibility. 

Not only as it relates to work, but also church 
and community obligations. And his... extended... 
family requires a great deal of attention. I 
do not get to see as much of him 
as I would wish. 


It appears we 
owe you an apology. 
We have kept you all 

afternoon and now 
it is getting late. 


I never thought I’d 
see a day when reality would 
be more fantastic than my own 
imagination, which— as Gilbert can 
attest—is quite extensive. As wondrous 
as this White City is, I believe it may 
be a relief to return to my 
own private fancies. 
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Not to 
worry! I couldn't 
have enjoyed my day aaah ee. 
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at sunset for the lights, 
so I will be just 
in time. 
Ate 
at 
Le Would it 
be a bother if we joined 
you? We have yet to see the 
fountains at night 
ourselves. 
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It’s staggering, 
indeed. I’ve seen the 
like in Europe, but never did 
Timagine such a sight 
in this country. 


an 


las 
“Theard the 


trailing garments of 
the Night sweep through 
her marble halls! I saw her 
sable skirts all fringed with 
light from celestial walls!” 
.. It makes one think that 
perhaps Longfellow 
was a prophet. 


this all so 
glorious?! 


Mattie, I 
hope you will not be 
too shocked, but I think I 
can tell you. Sometimes in my 
most heathen moments, 
I imagine God is 
ashe. 
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That is 
so beautiful! 
T have never 
heard anything 
like it. What It was 
is i : written by 
my late friend 
and benefactor 
Eliza Snow. She 
was considered 
by many to be 
a prophetess 
in her own 


When we first 
heard you speak, I told 
Gilbert that I felt certain you 
must be a kindred spirit. It would 
be no matter to me if you were 
Presbyterian, Methodist or 
Mohammedan. 


T told a young friend 
once—and I truly believe— 


that perhaps allroadslead ZS 
to heaven a= = 
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parents single? No, 
the thought makes 
reason stare. Truth 
is reason, truth 
eternal, tells me 
I’ve a Mother 
there.” 


me mui pesescr 


I’m pleased 
it does not shock 
you. Many people find 
us Mormons too 
peculiar for 
their liking. 


No Respecter of Persons 


My younger brother died recently. He had a hard life and fought 
addiction for much of it. He was married and divorced twice, lost 
everything more than once. But he was doing better. He was 
out of rehab and into sober living. Then, through an unfortunate 
set of circumstances, he died of an accidental overdose of 


prescription meds after back surgery. He was forty-nine. 


| was asked to speak about faith in Christ, which is a good topic 
for Christmas. As | prepared my talk, | thought a lot about my 
brother. Faith takes on a deeper, richer meaning in hard times. 
Do | really believe my brother's soul lives on? That | will see him 


again? If not, death is truly unbearable. 


We bat around the word know a lot in the church. We train 
our kids to say, “| know the church is true; | know this; | know 


that,” without thinking. | recently read a book by a man from a 


Mormon family in Salt Lake who left the church. He said, “| don’t 


know, so | left.” That seems immeasurably sad to me. 


| think that the words belief or faith are better than knowledge. 
Even Doubting Thomas only believed after he saw Christ: 
“because thou hast seen me, thou hast believed; blessed are 
they that have not seen, and yet have believed” (John 20:29). Or 
how about Mark 9:24, "| believe; help thou mine unbelief.” Or 
Hebrews 11:1, “Faith is to hope for things which are not seen, 


but which are true.” 
Hope, faith, belief in Jesus Christ. 
Of course, this time of year we get to think even more of Him. 


Although sometimes it’s a struggle to keep Christ in Christmas, 


it's still a glorious time to focus on Him and His coming to 


earth. I’ve also been thinking a lot about my brother and the 
significance of the message of Christmas to him and his life and 
his death. 


| love the Christmas story. | get chills whenever it begins: “And 
it came to pass in those days that there went out a decree from 
Caesar Augustus that all the world should be taxed” (Luke 

2:1). | love Christmas programs and nativities, the music and 


decorations. 


But as they say in the singles’ branch where we served for a 
while, “Let's get real here.” The Savior of the world was born in 

a barn: "While they were there, the days were accomplished that 
she should be delivered. And she brought forth her firstborn son, 
and wrapped him in swaddling clothes and laid him in a manger 
(Luke 2:6-7). 


Sister Jones just had a baby, and Barb has a grandson coming. 
How would you sisters like to have those circumstances? We 
don’t even know if there was a midwife. How would that be? And 


why? 


I've come to believe that the baby in a manger symbolizes the 
message that God is no respecter of persons (Acts 10:34). The 
Greek translation says there is no partiality. God doesn’t favor 
one above another. “All are alike unto God” (2 Nephi 26:33). 
The baby epitomizes this message. The King of kings, the Savior 
of the world not only came down to earth, He came to a poor — 
destitute even — family. “No crib for a bed.” “In a lowly stable.” 


Truly insignificant. 


| believe the message that He was born in such lowly 
circumstances show the rest of us that God, His — and our — 
Father and Mother, is no respecter of persons. They don’t value 
one person above another. We are each equally precious to 
Them. 


It isn’t just that Jesus Christ, the Savior of the world, was no 
better than the poorest, most insignificant person. It is also that 
the poorest, most insignificant person is just as valuable to God 


as Jesus Christ, the Savior of the world. 


This message gives me such hope when | think about my 
brother. His value as a person is not diminished because of 
stupid stuff he did. Consider the simple visual aid of the $20 bill: 
the value of the $20 bill does not change if it gets crumpled or 


dirty. It is still worth just as much as a crisp, perfect, new one. 


| believe this is true for each of us: our value to our Heavenly 


Parents never changes, no matter how insignificant we are, what 


we have or don’t have, what we do or don’t do. We are each 


infinitely precious to Them. 


In this life, status and esteem are given to some more than 
others. This is true in the church as well. We honor the position 
of our church leaders and respect them and appreciate their 
efforts, but they are no more valuable to God than you are 
or | am. How do | know that? Because God is no respecter of 


persons. Because Jesus Christ was born to a poor family in a 
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lowly stable. 


Since my brother's death, | have thought a lot about the gospel 
and the plan of salvation. Does my brother's spirit live on? I’m 
counting on it. | assumed he was there watching at the funeral. 
When | say my prayers, | ask Heavenly Mother and Father to tell 
him hello for me. | have faith in Christ and His message of love 


and hope, and |'m so grateful for it. 


| miss my brother and | am often sad. But | believe he is loved 


and valued and, because of Jesus Christ, | will see him again. 


| love this time of year when we can so vocally and joyfully 
celebrate the life of the Savior. | encourage you to put as much 
Christ into Christmas as you can — not out of guilt or anxiety, 
but because we love Him, and His birth affirms how very much 


God loves us. 


ARTIST STATEMENT 


Christ's arrival is special to me because of the healing it offers. 

As a child and young adult, | tried for many years to draw by 
taking classes and courses and never producing anything more 
than cartoonish images. In 2008 | suffered a traumatic brain injury 
which put me in a wheelchair for months and drastically affected 
my vision and balance. But coincidentally, | also discovered that 

| possessed a better ability to draw. It was a gift that came from 
brain damage, and is why | call my pieces Brain Damage Creations. 


| approach scriptures as stories, because | believe stories are a 
phenomenal medium for conveying feelings and information. 
When | read scriptures | look at each character and imagine which 
one I'd be if | were in the story. In the Nativity, | would be one of 
the shepherds because as a professional horse trainer in Colorado, 
| likely would have been out in a field taking care of animals when 

| heard of Christ's birth. Even though most shepherds at the time 
were male, as a feminist and Christian | still picture myself, a 
female, out in the mountains tending to my animals when love, 
healing, and forgiveness came to earth. 


Kim Leonard | IG: @bitofhoneytraining 
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THAT 
LOVELY 
MORNING 


The preacher roared from the front. His words poured out over 
the gathered crowd, warning of sin, temptation and damnation. 
Men, women, and children quaked under the onslaught, a 

roll of thunder running through them. It pulsed through their 
veins, poking and prodding, all of their darkest, deepest 
secrets pulled up for them to see. They were battered and 
buffeted, crushed, exposed. God's law would bury them all. 


A man near the front fell to his knees, light reflecting off the tears 
that streaked his face. “Lord, save me!” he cried. Others cried 
out then, his words the trickle the broke the dam. “Save me!” 
“Forgive me!” “Lord, oh Lord,” they shouted across the field. 
Some sobbed and one woman wailed, her voice high and shrill. 


“Repent and believe!” The loud boom of the preacher's 
voice cut through the clamor. Everyone stilled, caught 
by the word. Their hearts were lifted by the promise of 
Christ's blood, of salvation. As one body, they yearned, 
they grasped, breathless at hope and belief. 


In the waiting silence, a woman stood, her eyes ablaze. She 
began to speak, but her words made no sense to their ears. 
She spoke in tongues, moved by the Spirit. Her voice rang out 
and the preacher yelled, “Hallelujah! God is with us here!” 


Josie Smith stood amongst them, a figure in the crowd. 
Her eyes were wide, her heart open, but, for all of her 
trying, she could not feel what they felt. She stayed on 
the shore, watching, as the Spirit flowed past, tipping 
and tossing everyone who stood around her. 


Josie looked up at her mother’s face, alight with feeling 
and salvation, mouth whispering a hymn only she could 
hear. Her sister's face, her brothers’, all were tear-streaked 
and awe-struck . All were caught up by God's grace. 


Everyone around her had been swept away while Josie stood, 
single and apart. Oh, how Josie longed to be moved. 


One day turned to the next, as they always did, the simple 
rhythms of her life. The afternoon light shone clear through 
the window as she worked at her tasks, her sister by her side. 


“Wasn't yesterday's meeting magnificent?” Sophie 
asked, her eyes lit up with memories. Her fingers were 
quick and careful on the shirt she mended. Not a stitch 
out of place, no waste, no want, always stretching 
what they had because they never had enough. 


“It was certainly memorable,” Josie replied, fingers busy over 
her own work. This was their time, alone from the family that 
constantly surrounded them. Time to work, to chat, to sit in 
front of the window, draped in the afternoon sun, and share 
their private dreams — a sanctuary reserved only for them. 


“| felt so much. Didn't you feel it too?” Sophie continued 

on, unaware of the sudden tension in her sister's fingers, the 
darning row pulled too tight. “| swear | could feel the Savior's 
hand on my head, forgiving me.” She leaned closer, voice 
lowering, “I’ve asked Mother and Father. Before the next 
meeting I'll speak with the preacher. I’m to be baptized.” 


Her sister's joy always a delight, Josie pulled up a smile,though 
the grin felt tight across her cheeks. “That's wondertul. 

I'm happy for you. Truly.” And she wanted to be. She 

would be. At least one of them would have that joy. 


“You should come with me. We can be baptized 
together.” Sophie set down her work and grabbed 
Josie’s hand, squeezing tight. Josie put her work 
aside. There was no denying Sophie's emotion. 


She placed her hand over Sophie’s. “You know that | can’t.” 


Sophie frowned; a line carved between furrowed brows. 
“Of course you can. You believe in Christ, you want to 
be saved, you've told me so. That's all it takes.” 


Josie pulled her hands away and gripped them 
together in her lap, knuckles white. “No, it’s not. You 
know it’s not. | have to join the one that's right.” 


Sophie sighed, long suffering, the argument was an old one. 
“They're all right. They're all good. 
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It doesn’t matter which you choose, you simply have 
to choose one and let it lead you home.” 


“Yes, it does. It does matter,” Josie said, frustrated. Sophie 
couldn't see. No one could. “I have to find the truth of it. 
All of it. No matter where | go or what | hear there’s just 

... there’s something not right.” Her fingers tightened into 
fists, nails digging into her palms, pure frustration at how 
she couldn't say out loud what was so clear in her heart. 


“There's truth in all of it.” Sophie replied quietly, 
carefully. “Come with me and speak to the preacher. 
I'm sure he'll help you find your way.” 


“You think | haven't tried?” Anguish shuddered in Josie’s voice. 
“lL ask and I’m told to pray, to attend more meetings and to 
read more scripture. Or they laugh at me, tell me I’m just a girl, 
that I’ve got the devil in me, that | couldn't understand and 


that I’m just wrong. When they're the ones who are wrong 


“Josephine!” Sophie gasped, 
horror in every syllable. Josie 
covered her mouth with her 
hands, a reflex. She hadn't 
meant to go that far, share so 
much of what was in her heart. 


“I'm so sorry, forgive me. | 
didn't mean to say that.” Josie 
grabbed at Sophie's hands, 
pleading. “Sophronia, please.” 


Sophie pulled her hands away. 
She picked her work up with 
tight, angry motion. “Yes, you 
did." She looked Josie over with 
narrowed eyes. “I'll pray for you.” 


Josie sat, still and frozen on 
the bench beside her sister, 
heart hollow, gaze averted. 
She cursed the devil inside 
of her that kept her apart. 


The day moved on and 
she slowly, oh so slowly, 
continued her work. 


Wednesdays were washing days. 
Days when she and mother and 
all of her sisters rose early to 
carry water from the well, to boil 


linens and scrub, scrub, scrub until their hands were red and 
swollen, chapped from water and work and lye in the soap. 
Beating and pounding served Josie well, an outlet for all 

of the emotions — doubt, confusion, anger, frustration 

— that twisted and twined inside of her. Cloth rasped 

over the washboard while the memory of Sophie’s 

dismissal burned deeper than the lye could reach. 


Doubt wracked through her and fear with it. She wanted to 
believe, and she was afraid, in a dark, secret chamber of her 
heart, that she never would. She would be locked outside 
the garden gate, alone, her family in glory beyond. 

A hand touched her shoulder and she startled out 

of the abyss, splashing a wave out of the washtub. 

She looked up and saw her mother standing over 

her, a kind look and a soft smile on her face. 

“What did the bedding do to deserve such a thrashing?” 
Mother asked, good humor strung through her voice. 

Josie rose, hands clasped in her apron, water soaking 
through the fabric. “| — " she stuttered, too many words 
trying to stumble out of her mouth. She breathed deep 

once and then again, sudden tears threatening in her eyes. 
She looked at the ground before she could say, all in a 

rush, “Mother, | don’t want to join with the Methodists.” 

She closed her eyes. She could not bear to see 

judgment on her mother's face. She could not 

bear to disappoint her as she had her sister. 

Arms wrapped around her, pulled her close, warm and 
secure. “Oh, my dear,” her mother said, love in every 

tone. She drew back a little, hands still warm on Josie’s 
shoulders, eyes kind. “You must do as God calls you to 

do. You will find your place. God will guide you.” 

She drew Josie back into the warmth of her arms. She 

left with a soft kiss to Josie’s forehead and a smile. 

Josie remained standing, vision turned inward, thought and 
memory a whirlwind inside her. Her mother’s words pricked at 
her — there was a truth there, a path that ran and hid, that she 
must chase down. The truth that would make everything clear. 


God would lead her, and questions had 
answers. She knew what she must do. 


The night passed slowly, filled with fitful, expectant dreams. 


Josie startled awake before the sun, before any in 
the house stirred. It was so quiet, so still, that every 
beat of her heart echoed through the room. 


She rose, carefully climbed out of the bed, around her 
sleeping sisters, and dressed. The dark pressed around 
her, prodding her back toward warmth and safety. 


She crept out of the cabin between one breath and 

the next. The morning was chill, the world asleep 
around her. Her feet moved, pulled along by something 
embedded in her chest, a force large and nameless that 
hastened her feet through the dew-soaked fields. 


As she walked, the sky above her lightened from black 
to gray, the coming dawn wiping out the stars. 


She stepped into the woods as the first pink of sunrise 
shown above the trees. The birds called and whistled 
around her, their joyful noise to greet the day. Josie laughed 
as she walked, the light and the sound filling her up until 
she felt that she would burst from the glory of it all. 


Tears blurred her vision, but she hardly needed to see as she 
was pulled along deeper into the trees. She trusted in that force 
that guided her to lead her, safe, where she needed to be. 


If this was the Spirit, then she understood how it 
could cause grown men to faint and young women 


to prophesy in strange, unknowable tongues. 


Her feet stopped in a dark, hidden corner of the wood, 
still heavy with the night's chill. In an eye's blink, the 
Spirit that had led her on and filled her up disappeared, 
as if it had never been with her to begin with. She 
stood, alone, trapped under leaf and bough. 


The shadows darkened, deepened, surrounded her. Fear 
and doubt rose to fill her suddenly empty heart. She was 
nothing, no one, only a girl — a loud girl who didn't know 
her place, ignorant and ill mannered. She was proud 

and mistrustful. She should be ashamed of herself. 


Go home. Give up. A failure she was born 
and a failure she would die. 


Evil surrounded her, drowned her. Josie fell to her knees, 
pushed down by choking dread. She gasped, the breath 
knocked out of her. She sank under the memory of every 
unkind word she'd said, every lie, every cruel thought. The 
sounds of Hyrum’s shouts when he'd taken that thrashing 
that should’ve been hers, she’d been the one to blame, 
the one who'd left the coop open. It was all her fault. 


She sucked in air, but she could not breathe. She was 
there again, in the sick bed when she was a child, sweating 
and dying. She grasped at the weave of her life as it 
unraveled around her. No, please, not again. She had 
survived, there must be a reason why she had lived. 
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“Oh God, please,” she 
whispered or cried, 
rendered deaf and 
dumb to everything 
outside of her. “Please 


hear me. Save me.” 


The world stopped. 


Josie was transformed. 


For years afterward, 

her entire life, Josie 
would try to describe 
what happened in that 
grove. But there were no 
words to describe the 
way everything became 
light, was made of light, 
lived inside of the light, 
where no shadows 
could appear. The light 
rushed in and pushed 
out from inside of her, 
bursting at the seams. 


The two forms appeared 
and descended, or 
perhaps she was lifted 


up to meet them. They appeared, at first glance, as people 
but the longer she stared, the stranger they seemed — both 
person and more than person, greater than person — though 
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achingly familiar, as if she had known them her whole life. 


She, Josie Smith, an insignificant girl in the wilderness, 
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She stared at her hands, her arms, and wondered how they 
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others. But God spoke and Josie understood. 


“Josephine. This is My Beloved. Hear Him.” 
And there was the Son of God, Jesus Christ, the 
name by which Josie knew him. She saw the 


marks in His hands and knew it to be Him. 


He spoke such things that Josie would never forget. 


She stood, dirt on her knees and under her fingernails, moving 
a body she no longer seemed to fit. She laughed, loud and free, 
her joy spilling out, too much to be contained. The Spirit swept 
through her, untethered and free, her guide and her strength. 


Josephine stepped from dark wood into open 
field. The truth glowed in her face. 


God was with her and she was not afraid. 
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